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1 could see only his shaggy head, as huge as a beer-kettle 
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PREFACE 


In the interval of ten years which elapsed be- 
tween “Smoke” and “Virgin Soil,” the critics, 
generally speaking, bore themselves coldly to- 
ward Turgénieff’s productions, and the public 
did the same. Sometimes his sketches of various 
lengths were condemned, and he was accused of 
having deteriorated ; sometimes they were praised, 
but without any special enthusiasm, and more as 
a matter of habit, more on account of the former 
services of the favourite author. In the criticism 
of that period there may be detected an attempt 
at diligent and thoughtful elucidation of the gen- 
eral inward meaning of the studies which the au- 
thor published year by year. 

A successful attempt of this sort was made by 
the noted philosopher N. N. Strakhoff, in a fine 
and profound article published in The Dawn 
(1871). Ina very original and penetrating man- 
ner this critic defines the hidden import in the 
majority of Turgénieff’s studies which followed 
“Smoke.” “In these studies,” says Mr. Stra- 
khoff, “‘ there is everywhere audible a sensitive, ir- 
ritated dissatisfaction with our national character, 
scepticism as to the elegance of its manifesta- 


Le 


PREFACE 


tion. From the time when the young generation 
ceased to uphold Turgénieff, and he ceased to set 
before us representatives of our progress, those 
heroes of our society, he, quite obviously, general- 
ized his problem, and began, on the whole, to de- 
pict how powerful passions make their appear- 
ance in Russian life, what incidents, more or less 
romantic, and more or less strange, occur therein. 
Images of Western art seem to hover perpetually 
before the artist— Lear, Werther, and so forth; 
and he seeks their counterparts in our pale and 
tedious existence. The insipidity of Russian life, 
the general low level of morals and characters, 
constitute a remarkably sharp contrast to the out- 
bursts of violent passions, to the exceptional 
events and persons in whom another nature seems 
to be disclosed, a world of phenomena of a higher 
order. Here is a young girl filled with self-sac- 
rifice and fervent religious feeling. But what 
became of those forces? She becomes the com- 
panion of a filthy and savage idiot ” (Mr. Stra- 
khoff refers to “ A Strange Story”). “ There is 
the fantastic vision of ‘The Dog,’ which is worthy 
of being the incarnation of a profound thought, 
a frightful revelation of human secrets. But to 
whom did it happen? 'To a commonplace landed 
proprietor, to whom it is about as well suited as is 
a saddle to a cow. And that is not all—in this 
marvel there is not the slightest meaning either 
for him or for us. There is that example of faith- 
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_ ful, undying love, ‘The Brigadier.’ Good heavy- 
ens! What a figure, what an environment, what 
boundless, hopeless triviality!' The very forms of 
that love, the Brigadier’s begging letters, his chat- 
ter about gifts, even his surname—Gusk6off '— 
all present a picture which wounds one’s sense of 
beauty, all make one feel conscious of an intol- 
erable dissonance between the hideousness of ac- 
tuality and that spark of ideal life which has 
fallen into this mire. And there is even King 
Lear, there is grandeur in the figure of Martyn 
Kharloff. His two daughters are precisely such 
beauties and precisely such miscreants as Goneril 
and Regan. There is Kdmund, also,—Sleétkin, 
who has bewitched both sisters. The jester is Sou- 
venir. Kent is the page-boy Maximka, and so 
forth. Turgénieff has transposed Shakespeare 
according to Russian manners in the most serious 
fashion, and has parodied one of the most mag- 
nificent of dramas. The art with which this is 
done is beyond all praise. Altogether, in every- 
thing which Turgénieff creates, he is in the high- 
est degree faithful to Russian life. He does not 
inject into it foreign elements; on the contrary, 
he sedulously regards it from the objective point 
of view; he carefully distinguishes it from every 
other life, with the aim of making its contrast 
with the ideals of passion, with the mighty and 
elegant manifestations of the human soul, stand 
1 Literally, ‘‘ One of the geese.’ —TRanstator. 
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out with all the greater fidelity and clearness.” 
In the contrast between the most prosaic of men, 
the naval lieutenant, and the love, murder, Ori- 
ental beauty, songs, dances, and enchanted 
dreams, lies the entire piquancy of the tale, 
“Lieutenant Erguinoff.” 

“A Hapless Girl” was first published in The 
Russian Messenger in January, 1869. A critic of 
that date remarks of it: “ It is impossible to say 
much concerning this story. The time is past 
when every new work by Mr. Turgénieff stirred 
the mind and the heart, evoked many-sided dis- 
cussions and the liveliest interest in society. Now 
Turgénieff has withdrawn from Russia and Rus- 
sia has withdrawn from him. ‘A Hapless Girl’ 
is destined to pass almost unnoticed. For any 
other writer this story would, probably, have 
counted, in some degree, as a literary service; for 
Turgeénieff—and especially after a silence of 
several years—this work is too insignificant.” 

An interesting feature of “Putnin and Ba- 
burin” is, that the author sketched his mother 
therein, as he had sketched his father (and the 
latter’s relations to his mother) in “ First Love.” 
His mother had been very unhappy in her child- 
hood and girlhood. First she suffered in her mo- 
ther’s house from her stepfather, who hated her, 
forced her to comply with his caprices, beat her, 
humiliated her, and worked off his boisterous in- 
toxication on her. When she attained the age of 
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- sixteen he began to persecute her in a different 
manner, threatening to subject her to cruel torture 
if she resisted. She fled and sought asylum with 
an uncle. But here she was no better off. Her 
uncle, a surly and miserly man, ruled her with a 
rod of iron, and she dwelt almost like an incar- 
cerated person, at Spasskoe-Lutovinovo. After 
her uncle’s death she married, being then over 
thirty years of age, and found in her husband 
(who was considerably younger, and had married 
her from calculation) neither love nor tender- 
ness. He inspired her with fear and torturing 
_ jealousy because of his numerous infidelities. On 
the other hand, when he died, and she remained the 
sole heiress of a vast property, that happened with 
her which frequently happens with natures which 
have been long oppressed—she experienced a 
thirst for power, and began to exercise her power 
to her heart’s content. She became an untamable 
“ self-fool,” '—a pig-headed, brutal tyrant with 
shattered nerves, endless caprices, and fantastic 
whims. People in her vicinity went about on tip- 
toe, and trembled. The clatter of knives or keys 
in the adjoining room drove her quite frantic, and 
at the slightest contradiction she went into hyster- 
ics. On one occasion she carried her pig-headed 
contrariness to the point of forbidding the cele- 
bration of Easter, and the ringing of the church- 


1 The famous dramatist Ostrévsky invented the expression 
“* self-fool’’ in one of his best comedies, — TRANSLATOR. 
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bells. It is unnecessary to describe what her ser- 
vants and peasants suffered from her, when her 
despotism armed even her own sons against her. 
The story of “ Mumut” conveys some idea of her 
methods. When her sons attained their majority 
they emancipated themselves from her yoke, and 
demanded complete release from her rule, both 
moral and material. Even then, desirous of re- 
taining her tottering power over them, she had 
recourse to gross deceit; she presented an estate 
to each of them, but at the same time privately 
gave orders that all the grain should be removed 
from those estates, thus depriving them of their 
value. Affairs reached the point where her fa- 
vourite, in whom she took the greatest pride, 
whom she spoiled and worshipped, Ivan Sergyeé- 
evitch, the author, addressed to her the following 
words of overwhelming condemnation: “‘ Who is 
there that thou dost not torture? No one! Who 
breathes freely in thy presence? Who is happy 
in thy vicinity? Just call to mind Polyak6ff, 
Agafya ... all those whom thou hast perse- 
cuted, banished to exile; they might all have loved 
thee, all of them would have been ready to give 
their lives for thee .... but thou renderest 
every one unhappy.” 

Some of the critics said of “Punin and Ba- 
burin” that the author had brought into play his 
customary device of presenting strongly con- 
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trasted types; but that while the bond beween 
Punin and Babiurin greatly resembled that be- 
tween several other pairs in other stories, in this 
case it was extremely slight, resting as it does 
upon Baburin’s single assertion that it had arisen 
“out of justice.” On the whole, people liked the 
story. One critic demonstrated that the Babirin 
type actually existed, and that Turgénieff was 
the first to exploit it. 

Another critic says: “How on earth, in the 
God-saved empire of Russia, in the year of our 
Lord 1830, a ‘republican,’ in the person of petty- 
burgher Babirin, could be produced, remains a 
mystery between him and his creator. The reader 
finds not a word, not even a hint in the story, as 
to Baburin’s past education, the circumstances, 
the influences which have guided his mind to pre- 
cisely that republican turn of political thought, 
and to no other. . . . He just went and got born 
one fine day in the year 1830, in full panoply, a 
Russian ‘republican,’ as Pallas Athene, the god- . 
dess, was born from the brain of the father of the 
gods. Zeus and Mr. Turgénieff acted each ac- 
cording to his strength.” he critic then pro- 
ceeds to accuse the author of having “ ticketed his 
hero with the label of republican,” and made him 
go through the regular humdrum list of experi- 
ences made and provided for persons with 
“views.” Another critic explains the constant 
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dissonance between Babiurin’s acts and what is 
said concerning him by saying that he “is not a 
living man but a liberal label on a wooden manni- 
kin”; and that the only living person is Pidtr 
Petrévitch—although even he was far from en- 
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THE BRIGADIER 


(1867) 


THE BRIGADIER’ 


I 


EADER, dost thou know those small man- 

ors of the gentry in which our great Rus- 

sian Ukrdaina abounded thirty years ago? Now 
they are rarely to be met with, and ten years 
hence the last of them will, probably, have van- 
ished without a trace. A pond with a stream 
running through it, all overgrown with willow- 
bushes and reeds, the delight of scurrying ducks, 
which are now and then joined by a cautious 
“teal”; beyond the pond a garden with linden 
alleys, that beauty and honour of our Black Earth 
prairies, with beds weed-choked of “ Spanish” 
strawberries, with dense thickets of gooseberry, 
currant, and raspberry bushes, amid which, in the 
languid hour of motionless midday heat, the gay- 
hued kerchief of a house-serf maiden will inevi- 
tably be gleaming, and her piercing voice will be 
ringing. There, also, is the little storehouse, on 
props,” a small greenhouse, a wretched vegetable- 


1 This military rank, between colonel and general, established by 
Peter the Great, was abolished by Paul J.—Transator. 

2 Literally, on chickens’ legs; like the favourite revolving hut of 
the Bdba Yagé, or witch, in the national fairy-tales. —TransLaror. 
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garden, with a flock of sparrows on the fence, and 
a squatting cat near the ruined well; farther on 
are gnarled apple-trees over tall grass, green 
below and grey above, spindling cherry-trees, and 
pear-trees, on which there is never any fruit; then 
flower-beds with flowers—poppies, peonies, ~ 
heart’s-ease,' spider-lilies, “maids in green” 
(wood-sorrel), bushes of Tatar honeysuckle, wild 
jasmine, lilacs, and acacia, with an incessant hum 
of bees and bumblebees in their thick, fragrant, 
sticky branches; and the narrow sashes, with a 
sloping, never-painted roof, with a small veranda 
from which the jug-shaped balusters have tum- 
bled down, with a crooked mezzanine,” with a 
voiceless old dog in a hollow under the front 
steps. Behind the house is a spacious courtyard, 
with nettles, wormwood, and burdock in the cor- 
ners, offices with sliding doors, with pigeons and 
daws on the perforated straw-thatched roofs, 
a small ice-house with a rusty weather-cock, two 
or three birch-trees with daws’ nests in their 
bare upper branches; and yonder, beyond, is the 
highway, with little cushions of soft dust along 
the wheel-ruts, and the fields, and the long, 
wattled fences of the hemp plantations, and the 
grey little cots of the village, and the squawks of 
the geese from the distant overflowed meadows. 


. .. . Is all this known to thee, reader? In the 


1In Russian, “‘ pretty little eyes.’’—TranstaTor. 
2 A “mezzanine,” in Russia, signifies a partial second storey, either 
in the middle, at the ends, or both.—Transraror. 
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house itself everything is a little awry,—every- 

thing is rather rickety, — but that matters not! It 
stands firm, and keeps one warm; the stoves are 
like elephants, the furniture is a motley collection 
of home manufacture; whitish paths, worn by 
trampling feet, run from the doors across the 
painted floors; in the anteroom are bullfinches and 
larks in tiny cages; in the corner of the dining- 
room is a huge English clock, in the form of a 
tower, with the inscription: “ Strike— Silent.” 
In the drawing-room are the portraits of the mas- 
ter and mistress, painted in oils, with an expres- 
sion of surly fear on their brick-red faces, and 
sometimes, also, a warped old picture depicting 
either flowers and fruits, or some mythological 
subject; everywhere there is an odour of kvas, 
apples, varnish, and leather; flies buzz and drone 
close to the ceiling and on the windows, an auda- 
cious cockroach suddenly waggles his feelers 
from behind the frame of the mirror. . . Never 
mind! one can live, and even live far from badly, 
there. 


II 


Ir was just such a manor that I chanced to visit, 
thirty years ago... . a thing of days long past 
—as you see. The tiny estate where the manor 
lay belonged to one of my comrades at the uni- 
versity. It had recently fallen to him, on the 
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aeath of a granduncle, a bachelor, and he him-- 
self did not live in it. . . . But a short distance 
thence extensive steppe marshes began, in which, 
during the period of the summer flight, there 
were a great many snipe. My comrade and I 
were both passionate sportsmen, and therefore 
we had agreed to set out—he from Moscow, I 
from my own little village—for his little house 
about St. Peter’s day... My friend was delayed 
in Moscow and was two days late; I did not wish 
to begin the hunt without him. .. . I was received 
by an old serving-man, by name Narkiz Semyo- 
noff. He had been forewarned of my coming. 
This old servant did not, in the least, resemble 
“Savélitch ” or “ Caleb” ;? my comrade was wont 
to call him, in jest, ““ Marquis.” 'There was some- 
thing self-confident, even refined, about him; not 
without dignity did he look down upon us young 
folks; and for the other landed proprietors he 
cherished no special reverence. He expressed 
himself in careless terms about his former master, 
and simply despised his brethren—for their igno- 
rance. He himself could read and write, ex- 
pressed himself correctly and intelligently,—and 
did not drink liquor. He rarely went to church— 
so that he was called an “Old Believer.”® In 


1 June 29 (July 12.)—Transiator. 

2In the “Bride of Lammermoor.” ‘‘ Savélitch’’ is the typical 
faithful servitor, in Russian, to correspond.—TranstaTor. 

3 Literally, a schismatic; one of the sect which still clings to the 
clerical errors in the Scriptures and Church-service books that were 
corrected under the Patriarch Nikon, in the reign of Peter the 
Great’s father. —TransLaror. 
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personal appearance he was gaunt and tall, he 
had a long and comely pointed nose, and over- 
hanging brows which he was incessantly either 
contracting or elevating; he wore a roomy, clean 
coat, and boots to his knees, with the tops cut out 
in heart-shape. 


IIl 


On the very day of my arrival Narkiz, after he 
had served my breakfast and cleared the table, 
halted at the door, gazed intently at me, and 
twitching his eyebrows, articulated: 

“What are you going to do now, sir?” 

“Why, really, I don’t know. If Nikolai Petré- 
vitch had kept his word, and had arrived,—we 
would have gone hunting together.” 

“ And did you really, sir, expect that he would 
come exactly at the time he had promised?” 

“Of course I did.” 

“'H’m.”—Narkiz again looked at me, and 
shook his head, as thoughin compassion. “If you 
would like to amuse yourself with reading,” —he 
went on,— “the old master left some little books 
behind him; I will fetch them, if you wish; only, 
you will not read them, I am bound to suppose.” 

“Why?” 

“They are empty little books; not written for 
the gentlemen of the present day.” 

“‘ Hast thou read them?” 

“JT have not—I would not tell if I had. The 
Dream-book, for instance . . . what sort of a book 
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is that? Well, there are others . . . only, you 
will not read them either.” 

“Why so?” 

“They are religious books.” 

I maintained silence. . . Narkiz did the same. 

“The principal thing that vexes me is,” —I be- 
gan,—“‘is to sit at home in this weather.” 

“ Stroll in the garden; or go to the grove. We 
have a grove behind the threshing-floor. Would 
not you like to go fishing?” 

“But have you fish here?” 

“We have; in the pond both gudgeons and 
perch are to be had. Now, of course, the best time 
is past: it is almost July. Well... you can try, 
nevertheless. . . . Do you command me to pre- 
pare the tackle?” 

“Pray do.’ 

“T will send a small boy with you . . . . to put 
on the worms. Or, I might go myself? ”—Narkiz 
was evidently in doubt as to whether I could get 
along by myself. 

“Pray come with me.” 

Narkiz grinned in silence, but to the full extent 
of his mouth, then suddenly lowered his brows 
and left the room. 


EN‘ 


Ha tr an hour later, we set out on our fishing ex- 

pedition. Narkiz had donned a remarkable sort 

of cap with ear-pieces, and had become more ma- 
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_jestic than ever. He strode on ahead, with a 
stately, even pace; two -fishing-rods rocked with 
measured sway on his shoulder; a dirty little bare- 
footed boy carried the water-can and a pot with 
worms after him. 

“Yonder, near the dam, on a float, a shed has 
been built for comfort,”—Narkiz began to ex- 
plain to me, then glanced ahead, and suddenly ex- 
claimed:—“ Ehe! why, our paupers are already 
there. . . . They’ve made a habit of it!” 

I craned my head from behind him, and be. 
held on the float, in the shed of which he had 
spoken, two persons sitting with their backs to- 
ward us: they were catching fish with the utmost 
composure. 

“Who are they?” I asked. 

“ Neighbours,’ —replied Narkiz, with displea- 
sure.—“‘ They have nothing to eat at home, so 
they do us the favour to come here.” 

“But have they permission?” 

“The former master permitted them . . . per- 
haps Nikoldéi Petrovitch here will give leave. . 
That long-legged one is a chanter out of a job: a 
thoroughly empty man; well, and the other, that 
fatter one, is a brigadier.” 

“What do you mean by a brigadier? ”’—I re- 
peated in amazement. The clothing on the 
“ Brigadier”? was almost more dilapidated than 
the chanter’s. 

“ But I tell you he is a brigadier. And he had 
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a good property. But now, out of compassion, a 
nook is provided for him, and he lives . . . . on 
what the Lord sends. But what are we to do? 
They have taken possession of the best place... . 
We must disturb our dear guests.” 

“No, Narkiz, please don’t disturb them. Well 
sit down yonder, to one side: they will not be in 
our way. I want to make acquaintance with the 
Brigadier.” 

“As you like, sir. Only, so far as making ac- 
quaintance is concerned . . . you must not count 
on much satisfaction, sir; he has grown very dull 
of understanding, and stupid in conversation .... 
like a little baby. ”T is enough to say that he is in 
his eighties.” 

“What is his name?” ‘ 

“WVasily Fomitch. His surname is Gusk6ff.” 

“And the chanter’s?” 

“The chanter’s, you say? .... His nickname 
is ‘The Cucumber.’ Everybody hereabouts calls 
him that; but what his real name is, the Lord only 
knows! A foolishman! A regular vagabond.” 

“Do they live together?” 

“No, they don’t; but the devil . . . you know 
. . . has bound them with a cord.” 
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Vv 


WE drew near the dam. The Brigadier cast a 
glance at us . . . . and immediately riveted his 
eyes on his float. The Cucumber sprang to his 
feet, pulled out his rod, removed his threadbare 
priestly cap, passed a trembling hand over his 
harsh yellow hair, made a flourishing bow, and 
broke into a flabby laugh. His bloated face de- 
noted the habitual drunkard; his little, screwed- 
up eyes blinked abjectly. He nudged his com- 
panion in the ribs, as though imparting to him a 
hint that they must take themselves off. . . . The 
Brigadier fidgeted on the bench. 

“Sit still, I beg; don’t disturb yourselves,” I 
hastened to say.—“ You are not at all in our way. 
We will place ourselves yonder; sit still.” 

The Cucumber wrapped his long, tattered 
crash kaftan about him, twitched his shoulders, 
his lips, his beard. . . . Our presence, evidently, 
embarrassed him .... and he would gladly have 
beaten a retreat, but the Brigadier had again be- 
come absorbed in the contemplation of his float. 
.... The vagabond” coughed a couple of 
times, laid his cap on his knees, and tucking his 
bare legs up under him, modestly flung his line. 

“ Fish biting? ”’—asked Narkiz pompously, as 
he slowly unwound the reel. 

“We ’ve enticed five loach,” replied the Cucum- 
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ber, in a hoarse, cracked voice;—“‘and he has 
caught a good-sized perch.” 

“Yes, a perch,”—the Brigadier repeated after 
him, in a squeaking voice. 


VI 


I BEGAN to watch intently—not him, but his re- 
versed reflection in the pond. It presented itself 
to me as clearly as though in a mirror, somewhat 
darker, somewhat more silvery. The broad pond 
breathed coolness upon us; coolness exhaled also 
from the damp, steep shore; and it was all the 
more agreeable because overhead, in the golden- 
dark azure, high above the crests of the trees, the 
motionless sultry heat hung like a palpable.bur- 
den. The water did not undulate about the dam; 
in the shadow which fell upon it from the wide- 
spreading bushes on the shore the water-flies, as 
they described their everlasting circles, gleamed 
out like tiny silver buttons; only now and then did 
a barely perceptible ripple emanate from the float, 
when a fish “toyed” with the worm. The fishing 
was poor; in the course of a whole hour we drew 
out two loach and one gudgeon. I could not have 
explained why the Brigadier aroused my curios- 
ity: his rank could have no effect on me,—ruined 
noblemen were not accounted a rarity at that 
epoch,—and his personal appearance presented 
no remarkable features. Beneath the warm cap 
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_ which covered the whole top of his head down to 
his eyebrows and his ears, there was visible a red, 
smooth-shaven round face, with a small nose, tiny 
lips, and small, light-grey eyes. That submis- 
sive, almost childish face expressed simplicity, 
and intellectual weakness, and a sort of help- 
less melancholy of long standing; there was 
something incapable, also, about his small, plump 
white hands, with their short fingers. . . . I was 
utterly unable to imagine how that poor old fel- 
low could once have been a military man, have 
commanded, have filled an executive position— 
and that in the stern age of Katherine II, to 
boot! I gazed at him: sometimes he puffed out 
his cheeks, and panted softly, like a baby; some- 
times he screwed up his eyes in an ailing way, 
with an effort, as all decrepit people do. Once he 
opened his eyes very wide and raised them. . 
They fixed themselves on me from out of their wa- 
tery depths—and their mournful gaze seemed to 
be strangely touching and even significant. 


Vil 


I rriep to enter into conversation with the Brig- 

adier. . . . But Narkiz had not misled me; the 

poor old man really had grown very feeble of un- 

derstanding. He inquired my name, and after 

having interrogated me a couple of times, he re- 

flected, and finally said: “Yes, I believe we did 
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have a judge of that name. Cucumber, did we 
have a judge of that name—hey?”—*“ We did, 
we did, batiushka,! Vasfly Fémitch, Your High- 
born,” —answered the Cucumber, who, in gen- 
eral, treated him like a child.—‘“ There really was 
one. But please give me your rod; the worms 
must be nibbled off... . Nibbled off they are.” 

“Are you acquainted with the Lomoff fam- 
ily?” —the Brigadier suddenly asked me, in a 
constrained voice. 

“What Lomoff family do you mean?” 

“What family?—Well, Fedédor Ivanitch, 
Evstignyéi Ivanitch, Alexyéi Ivanitch, the Jew; 
well, and Feoduliya Ivanovna, the thief .... and 
besidesthem?. san, 7 

The Brigadier suddenly fell silent, and. hung 
his head. 

“He was very intimate with them,” —whis- 
pered Narkiz, bending toward me;—“it was 
through them, through that same Alexyéi Ivan- 
itch, whom he called a Jew, and through one of 
Alexyéi Ivanitch’s sisters, Agraféna Ivdnovna, 
that he was deprived of his property, one may 
say.” 

“What ’s that thou art saying about Agraféna 
Ivanovna?”—suddenly exclaimed the Brigadier, 
and his head rose, his white eyebrows contracted 
in a frown.—“ Just mind thine own business! 


1 Literally, dear little father: the genuine Russian way 
of addressing men of all ranks. —Transtaror. 


14 


THE BRIGADIER 


And what dost thou mean by calling her Agra- 
féna?* Agrippina Ivénovna—that ’s what.... 
she must be called.” 

“Come now, come, come, come now, Dbati- 
ushka,’’—stammered the Cucumber. 

“Dost thou not know that Mildénoff wrote 
verses about her? ’’—went on the old man, sud- 
deniy flying into fury, for which I was utterly 
unprepared. “‘’T is not the wedding tapers 
that are kindled’ ”—he began, in a singsong tone, 
pronouncing all the vowels through his nose, and 
the syllables “an” and “en” like those sylla- 
bles in French,—and it was strange to hear this 
coherent speech from his lips;—“‘ not torches’ 
.... No, that ’s not right; this is it: 


** Not in the frail idol of corruption, 
Not in amaranth, not in porphyry, 
Do they so much delight .... 
One thing alone in them ...... 


That refers to us.— Hearest thou? 


‘One thing alone in them is blameless, 
Pleasant, languid, longed-for: 
To cherish mutual fervor in their blood! 


And thou call’st her Agraféna!”’ 
Narkiz emitted a half-scornful, half-indiffer- 
ent laugh.—“‘ Ekh-ma,—what an idiot!”—he 


1 Agraféna (pronounced Agrafdyna) is the colloquial 
Russian form of Agrippina. —TRansLaTor. 
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muttered to himself . But the Brigadier had al- 
ready hung his head again, and the fishing-rod 
fell from his hands and slipped into the water. 


VIII 


“ As I look at the matter, this affair of ours is 
no good,”—said the Cucumber;—“ the fish, you 
see, don’t bite at all. It has grown hot, and mel- 
ancholy has overtaken our master.— Evidently — 
we ought to go home; it will be better so.” —He 
cautiously drew from his pocket a tin flask with 
a small wooden stopper, uncorked it, shook out 
some snuff into the hollow of his hand,—and 
sniffed it up into both nostrils simultaneously. . . 
“kh, the dear snuff!”—he moaned, as he re- 
covered ;—“‘ ’t is as though a thrill began to play 
through one’s teeth!—Come, my dear fellow, Va- 
sily Fomitch, please to get up—’t is time!” 

The Brigadier rose from the bench. 

“Do you live far from here?””—I asked the 
Cucumber. 

“Why, he lives not far off . . . less than a 
verst.” 

“Will you permit me to go with you?” —I said, 
addressing the Brigadier. I did not wish to part 
from him. 

He looked at me, and smiling with that pe- 
culiar, pompous, courteous, and somewhat af- 
fected smile, which always reminds me—however 
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it may strike others—of powder, strass buckles— 
of the eighteenth century in general—he said with 
old-fashioned faltering, that “he—would—be— 
ve-ry hap-py”.... and immediately sat down 
again. The cavalier of Katherine’s day had 
flashed forthin him for a moment—and vanished. 

Narkiz was astounded at my intention; but I 
paid no heed to the disapproving shaking of his 
eared cap, and quitted the park in company with 
the Brigadier, who was supported by the Cucum- 
ber.—The old man moved on quite briskly, as 
though on wooden legs. 


IX 


WE walked along a barely-traced path, through 
a grassy vale, between two groves of birch-trees. 
The sun was blazing hot; orioles called to each 
other in the verdant coppice, corn-crakes uttered 
their rasping cry alongside the very path, blue but- 
terflies flitted in swarms over the white and red 
flowers of the low-growing clover; bees, as though 
somnolent, got tangled up and buzzed languidly 
among the motionless blades of grass. The Cu- 
cumber shook himself, grew animated. He was 
afraid of Narkiz—he lived under his eye; I was a 
stranger to him, a newcomer—with me he speed- 
ily felt at home.—“ Here’s our master, now,’ —he 
said repeatedly,—“ he’s a small eater, there’s no 
use talking about it! but how is he to have his fill 
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off of one perch? Perhaps you will contribute 
something, Your Well-Born? Just round yon- 
der turn in the road, in the little dram-shop, there 
are capital fine wheaten rolls. And if you are 
gracious, then I, great sinner that I am, will drink 
a little glass of liquor, as the opportunity offers, 
to your health—Many years, many days.” ’—I 
gave him a twenty-kopék coin, and barely suc- 
ceeded in withdrawing my hand, which he dashed 
forward to kiss. He learned that I was a sports- 
man, and set to talking about his having a good 
friend, an officer, who possessed a min-din-den- 
ger-off gun, with a brass barrel stock—“ just 
like a cannon! thou firest—and it seems as though 
forgetfulness comes upon thee: the French left it 
behind them!.... and his dog was simply a freak 
of nature! ””—how he himself had always had a 
great passion for hunting, and the priest did n’t 
mind—he used to catch quail in his company— 
but the ecclesiastical superintendent tyrannised 
over them to the last degree. ‘“ And as for Nar- 
kiz  Semyonitch,’—he said in a drawling tone, 
—“if I ’m not an important man in this world, 
in his opinion,—I ’ve got this much to say: he has 
grown himself eyebrows equal to a woodcock’s, 
and fancies that thereby he has passed through 
all the sciences.” — At this point we reached the 


1 A partial quotation from the solemn proclamation in church, on 
great occasions, of “‘ Long Life’? to the Imperial Family, and to 
others, according to the circumstances, —TRansLaToR, 
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dram-shop—an aged, isolated hut, without either 
back-yard or store-room; an emaciated dog lay 
curled up under the small window; a hen was 
scratching in the dust right in front of his nose. 
The Cucumber set the Brigadier down on the 
earthen bank which surrounded the house, and 
instantly whipped into the dram-shop. While 
he was buying rolls, and incidentally treating 
himself to a drink, I never took my eyes from the 
Brigadier, who, God knows why, seemed to be an 
enigma. “Something remarkable has certainly 
taken place in this man’s life,’ —I said to myself. 
But he did not seem to notice me at all; he sat, all 
crouched together, on the earthen bank, and 
turned about in his fingers a few clove-pinks 
which he had plucked in my friend’s garden. The 
Cucumber made his appearance, at last, with a 
bundle of rolls in his hand; he presented himself 
all red and perspiring, with an expression of joy- 
ful surprise on his face, as though he had just 
seen something remarkably pleasant and unex- 
pected. He immediately suggested that the 
Brigadier should eat a roll—and the latter did so. 
We continued our journey. 


xX 


Tuanks to the liquor he had drunk, the Cucum- 

ber was quite “set up,” as the phrase goes. He 

undertook to compel the Brigadier, who con- 
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tinued to hasten onward, staggering as though he 
had wooden legs—“ Why are you so sad, why do 
you hang your head, dear little father? Permit 
me to sing you a song. You ’ll immediately re- 
ceive every sort of satisfaction. . . . Please 
don’t be surprised,” —he said, addressing me:— 
““my master is very greatly disposed to laughter, 
and my heavens! Yesterday I look, and behold, 
a peasant woman is washing a pair of breeches on 
the dam—and she happened to be a fat woman— 
and he is standing behind her, and fairly rooted 
to the spot with laughter, by heaven, he was!... 
Now, please to observe presently: do you knowthe 
song about the hare? You mustn’t mind if I am 
insignificant to look at; there lives a gypsy yonder 
in our town with a face like a regular snout—but 
when it comes to singing—death! you ’d just like 
to lie down and die.”— He opened his moist red 
lips wide, and began to sing, lolling his head on 
one side, closing his eyes, and waggling his beard: 


* The hare doth lie beneath a bush ; 
The hunters ride in vain... . 
The hare lies on, he scarcely breathes — 
While he cocks his ear— 
Death he expects! 


* How have I vexed ye, huntsmen? 
Or what harm have I done to you? 
Though I go among the cabbages, 
I eat but a leaf at a time— 
And that not in your gardens! 
No, sirs!” 
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The Cucumber constantly augmented his force. 


‘The hare bounded into the dark forest— 
And showed the hunters his tail. 
‘ Forgive me, ye hunters, 
Look at my little tail, 
I don’t belong to you!’ ” 


The Cucumber no longer sang. ... Heroared. 


* The hunters rode until morn-ing ... . 
They followed the hare’s tra-a-ail.... 
They discussed it all among themselves 
And each cursed the other: 
‘That hare’s not ours! 
Squint-eyes has deceived us! !’” 


The Cucumber sang the first two lines of each 
verse in a drawling voice—the remaining three, 
on the contrary, he sang very fast, skipping in a 
foppish way the while, and shifting from foot to 
foot; and at the end of each couplet he “made 
a knee,” that is to say, he kicked himself with his 
own heels. Shouting at the top of his voice: 
““ Squint-eyes has deceived us!” he turned a 
somersault. . . His expectations were realised. 
The Brigadier suddenly broke out into a thin, 
tearful laugh, and laughed so heartily that he 
could not walk any farther, and squatted a little, 
impotently beating his hands against his knees. 
I glanced at his crimson, convulsively-distorted 
face, and felt very sorry for him—particularly at 
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that moment. Encouraged by his success, the Cu- 
cumber began a squatting and leaping dance, ac- 
companied by incessant ejaculations of: “shildy 
—budyldy” and “natchiki-tchikaldy!”.... 
At last, he banged his nose in the dust. . . . The 
Brigadier suddenly ceased to laugh, and hobbled 
onward. 


XI 


WE traversed about a quarter of a verst more.— 
A tiny hamlet made its appearance on the brink 
of a shallow ravine; on the other side, a “little 
wing” was visible, with a half-ruined roof, and a 
solitary chimney; in one of this wing’s two rooms 
the Brigadier was lodged. The owner of the ham- 
let, who resided permanently in Petersburg, the 
wife of State Councillor Lomoff, had—as I after- 
ward learned—allotted this corner to the Brig- 
adier. She had given orders that a monthly sti- 
pend should be paid to-him, and that there should 
be assigned to his service a fool who lived in a 
hamlet, one of the house-serfs, who, although she 
comprehended human speech but indifferently, 
yet was capable, in the opinion of the proprietress, 
of sweeping the floor and cooking cabbage-soup. 
On the threshold of the little wing, the Brigadier 
again turned to me with the same smile of the 
times of Katherine II as before: “ Would not I 
do him the favour to enter his apartment?” We 
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entered that apartment. Everything in it was 
filthy and poverty-stricken to the last degree, so 
filthy and so poverty-stricken that the Brigadier, 
probably perceiving, from the expression of my 
face, what impression his abode produced upon 
me, remarked, as he shrugged his shoulders and 
screwed up his eyes: “Ce n’est pas... . q@il- 
de-perdrix.” . .. Precisely what he meant by 
that was not quite clear to me. ... When I ad- 
dressed him in French, I received no reply in that 
language. Two articles in the Brigadier’s abode 
particularly surprised me: in the first place, a 
large officer’s cross of the Order of St. George’ 
in a black frame, under glass, with an inscription 
in antiquated chirography: “Received by the 
Colonel of the Tchernigoff Derfelden regiment, 
Vasily Guskoff, at the storming of Prague, in 
the year 1794”; and in the second place, the 
half-length portrait, in oils, of a handsome black- 
eyed woman, with a long, dark-complexioned 
face, with her hair dressed high and powdered, 
with patches on her temples and chin, in a flowered 
farthingale, cut low in the neck, with blue trim- 
mings, of the epoch of the eighties. The portrait 
was badly painted—but assuredly it was a very 
good likeness: something quite too vital and in- 
dubitable emanated from that face. It did not 


1 The most coveted of Russian military orders, which (like the 
Victoria Cross), must be won by remarkable personal bravery on the 
field of battle. —TRansLaTor. 
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look at the spectator, it seemed to be averted from 
him, and it did not smile; an imperious, arrogant, 
irascible disposition was indicated in the arch of 
the thin nose, the regularly formed but thick lips, 
the eyebrows which almost met. No especial ef- 
fort was required to imagine to one’s self how that 
face was capable of suddenly blazing with passion 
or with wrath. Directly beneath the portrait, on 
a small pedestal, stood a half-withered nosegay 
of simple field-flowers, in a thick glass jar. The 
Brigadier approached the pedestal, thrust into the 
jar the pinks which he had brought, and turning 
to me, and raising his hand in the direction of the 
portrait, he said: “ Agrippina Ivanovna Telyégin, 
born Lomoff.” Narkiz’s words recurred to my 
memory: I gazed with redoubled attention at the 
expressive and unamiable face of the woman for 
whose sake the Brigadier had lost all his property. 
“You were present at the storming of Prague, 
I see, Mr. Brigadier,’ —I began, pointing at the 
cross of St. George,—“‘and received this token 
of distinction, rare at any time, and much rarer 
then; you probably remember Suvaroff ?” 
“Alexander Vasilievitch, you mean?”—re- 
plied the Brigadier, after a brief silence, and 
seeming to collect his thoughts. “Of course I 
remember him. He was a lively little old man. 
You’d be standing there, so still you would n’t 
dare to sneeze,—but he *d be running hither and 
thither” (the Brigadier roared with laughter). 
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“He drove into Warsaw with kazak horses; he 
himself was all covered with diamonds, but he 
says to the Poles: ‘I have no watch, I forgot it in 
Peter; I have n’t any, have n’t any!’ and they: 
“Viva! viva!’—'The queer fellows! Hey! Cu- 
cumber! boy!”—he suddenly added, changing 
and elevating his voice (the buffoon-chanter had 
remained outside) —“ where . . . are the rolls? 
And tell Grunka to fetch some kvas!”’ 

“Immediately, dear little father,’—the Cu- 
cumber’s voice made itself audible. 

He handed to the Brigadier the bundle of rolls 
—and emerging from the wing, he went up to 
some dishevelled creature in tatters—it must have 
been that same fool Grunka—and, so far as I 
could make out through the dusty little win- 
dow, he began to demand kvas from her—for 
several times he placed his hand like a fun- 
nel to his mouth, and flourished the other in our 
direction. 


XII 


AGAIN [I tried to enter into conversation with the 
Brigadier; but he was evidently tired, dropped 
with a grunt on the stove-bench, and moaning: 
“ Oi, ot, my poor bones, my poor bones,” —he un- 
tied his garters. I remember that I was aston- 
ished at the time that a man could wear garters; 
I did not take into consideration the fact that in 
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former days everybody wore them. The Brig- 
adier began to indulge in prolonged and open 
yawns, without taking his dimmed eyes from me, 
as very young children yawn. The poor old man 
apparently did not even thoroughly understand 
my questions. . . . Andhehad captured Prague! 
He, with naked sword, in the smoke, in the dust, 
at the head of Suvdroff’s soldiers, with the shot- 
riddled flag over his head, with mutilated corpses 
under his feet . .~.» he . .». he! Was it not 
amazing ?— But, nevertheless, I was impressed 
with the conviction that events still more remark- 
able had occurred in the life of the Brigadier. The 
Cucumber brought some white kvas, in an iron 
porringer; the Brigadier drank with avidity —his 
hands shook.—'The Cucumber supported the bot- 
tom of the porringer. The old man carefully 
wiped his toothless mouth with both palms, and 
again riveting his eyes on me, he began to mumble 
and smack his lips. I understood the meaning of 
this, made my bow, and left the room. 

“Now he will take a nap,’ —remarked the Cu- 
cumber, as he followed me out.—“‘ He has got 
very tired to-day—we went to the grave at day- 
break.” 

“To whose grave?” 

“Why, to pay reverence to Agraféna Ivan- 
ovna. . . . She is buried yonder, in our parish 
graveyard; it must be five versts from here. 
Vasily Fomitch insists on going to it every week. 
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_ And he buried her, too, and erected a fence at his 
own cost.” 
“ And did she die long ago?” 
“ Why—well-nigh . . . twenty years ago.” 
“Was she a friend of his?” 
“She got every bit of property he had away 


from him... . good gracious! I myself did 
not know the lady, I admit,—but they say there 
were dealings between them ... . we-ell now! 


—Sir,’”—added the chanter hastily, seeing that 
I turned away,—“ won’t you have the kindness to 
contribute a farthing for a drink—otherwise, ’t is 
time for me to go to the store-room and get under 
the coverlet.” 

I did not consider it necessary to interrogate the 
Cucumber, but gave him another twenty-kopék 
piece, and wended my way homeward. 


XIII 


At home I applied for information to Narkiz. 
He, as was to have been expected, demurred a 
little, assumed pompous airs, expressed his aston- 
ishment that such trifles could “anterest”’ me, 
and at last he narrated what he knew. What I 
heard was as follows: 

Vasily Foémitch Guskéff had made the ac- 
quaintance of Agraféna Ivdnovna Telyégin in 
Moscow, soon after the Polish rebellion; her hus- 
band served under the Governor-General, and 
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Vasily Fémitch was on furlough. He immedi- 
ately fell in love with her, but did not resign 
from the service: he was a single man, forty years 
of age, with property. Her husband soon died. 
She was left a childless widow, in poverty, in 
debt. . . . Vasily Fémitch heard of her situation, 
abandoned the service (he received the rank of 
brigadier on his retirement*) and hunted up his 
amiable widow, who was not more than five and 
twenty years old, paid all her debts, redeemed her 
estate. . . . From that time forth he never 
parted from her, and it ended in his taking up his 
residence with her. She, also, seemed to have 
fallen in love with him, but she would not marry 
him.—“‘ The deceased was a stubborn person,” re- 
marked Narkiz at this point:—“she valued her 
own will more than anything else, I ’m told.— 
But as for making use of him,—she did that—‘ in 
all departments. —And what money he had he 
brought to her, like ‘an ant.’” But Agraféna 
Ivanovna’s stubbornness sometimes assumed re- 
markable proportions: she was of untamable dis- 
position, and harsh of hand. . . . One day she 
threw her page-boy down-stairs, and he took and 
broke two ribs and a leg. . . . Agraféna Iva- 
novna was frightened . . . . instantly gave or- 
ders that the page should be locked up in the 
lumber-room, and thenceforth did not leave the 
1 The rank of brigadier no longer exists in the 
Russian army.— TRAnstaror. 
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_ house herself, and did not let any one else have the 
key to the lumber-room, until the groaning there 
had ceased. . . . They buried the page secretly. 
... And if this had happened under the Em- 
press Katherine,” added Narkiz in a whisper, 
bending down to me,—“ perhaps that would have 
been the end of the matter; many such affairs re- 
mained hidden out of sight in those days. But as 
it was... .” here Narkiz straightened himself 
up, and raised his voice—“‘the upright Emperor 
Alexander the Blessed was reigning then... . 


well, and a suit was begun. . . . The judge came, 
they exhumed the body .. . . marks of blows 
were found ... . there was the very devil to 


pay. And what do you suppose? Vasily Fo- 
mitch took it all on himself.—‘I,’ says he, ‘was 
the cause. I pushed him down, and then I locked 
him up.’— Well, of course, all the judges, the 
court clerks and police there. . . . immediately fell 
upon him, and they stripped him, I can tell you, 
until the last two-kopék bit flew out of his purse. 
And the first he knew... . he was grabbed by 
the scruff of the neck again. Down to the 
very Frenchman,—that ’s the sort of French- 
man who came to us in: Russia,—everybody 
stripped him, then they abandoned him. Well, 
but he had secured safety for Agraféna Ivanovna 
—gso he had; he had saved her, I ’m bound to say. 
Well, and afterward, until her death, he lived 
with her,—and they say that she ill-treated him— 
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the Brigadier—horribly; she sent him on foot 
from Moscow to her estate, by heaven she did,— 
for quit-rent, that is. For her sake, for the sake 
of that same Agraféna Ivadnovna, he fought a 
duel with an English lord, Hughes Hughes, 
with short-swords, and the English lord was 
forced to utter a compliment of excuse. And 
that ’s the place where the Brigadier injured his 
leg. . . . Well, and now, of course, he does n’t 
count as a man.” 

“But who was that Alexyéi Ivanitch, the Jew,” 
—I inquired :—“ through whom he was ruined?” 

“The brother of Agraféna Ivanovna. He was 
a greedy soul, just like a Jew, it’s a fact. He 
lent his sister money on interest, and Vasily Fo- 
mitch went security for it. And he paid,too.. . 
heavily!” 

“And was Feoduliya Ivdnovna a brigand? 
Who was she?” 

“A sister—and clever, too—what ’s called a.. 
a terror!” 


XIV 


“Here ’s a queer place to find a Werther,” I 
thought on the following day, when I again be- 
took myself to the dwelling of the Brigadier. I 
was very young at the time—and, perhaps pre- 
cisely for that reason, I regarded it as my duty 
not to believe in the duration of love. (All the 
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~ same, I was struck and somewhat dumfounded 
at the tale I had heard, and I wanted frightfully 
to stir up the old man, and make him talk. “I 
will first allude to Suvaroff again,” —thus I rea- 
soned with myself,— “there must be at least a 
spark of his former fire concealed in him still; ... 
and then, when he gets warmed up, I will turn 


the conversation on that . . . . what the deuce is 
her name? . . . Agraféna Ivanovna. A strange 
name for ‘Charlotte’ !—Agraféna!” 


I found Werther-Guskoff in the middle of a 
tiny kitchen-garden, a few paces from the house, 
near an old framework, overgrown with nettles, 
of a cottage which had never been completed. 
Over the mouldy upper beams of this framework 
frail young turkeys were running, uttering shrill 
cries and incessantly slipping and flapping their 
wings. Some sort of wretched garden-stuff grew 
in two or three beds. The Brigadier had just 
pulled a young carrot out of the ground, and 
drawing it through his armpit, “to clean it,” 
he set to chewing its slender tail. . . . I bowed 
to him, and inquired about his health. 

He evidently did not recognise me, and al- 
though he returned my salutation, —that is to say, 
touched his hand to his cap,—he did not stop 
chewing the carrot. 

“You did not come to catch fish to-day?” —I 
began, in the hope of recalling my face to him by 
that question. 
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“To-day ?”’—he repeated, and became thought- 
ful . . . but the carrot, which he had thrust into 
his mouth, grew shorter and shorter.—‘“‘ Why, it’s 
the Cucumber who catches fish!— And I have per- 
mission also.” 

“Of course, of course, most respected Vasily 
Fomitch .... I did not mean that... But 
don’t you find it hot . . . dressed like that, out 
here in the sun?” 

The Brigadier was wearing a thick, wadded 
dressing-gown. 

“Hey? Hot?”—he repeated again, as though 
in surprise, and having finally swallowed his car- 
rot, he cast an abstracted glance upward. 

“Will you not come into my apartment? ”— 
he said suddenly. Obviously, that phrase alone 
remained at the disposal of the poor old man. 

We emerged from the vegetable-garden .. . 
but at this pomt I involuntarily stopped short. 
Between us and the wing stood a huge bull. With 
head lowered to the very earth, viciously rolling 
his eyes, he was snorting heavily and violently, 
and swiftly crooking one of his fore legs, was 
tossing on high the dust with his cloven hoof, 
lashing his flanks with his tail. Suddenly re- 
treating a trifle, he shook his shaggy neck ob- 
durately, and bellowed—not loudly, but lugu- 
briously and menacingly. I must confess that I 
was daunted; but Vasily Fomitch marched for- 
ward, and saying in a stern voice: “ Go along with 
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you, you clodhopper!”’ flourished his handker- 
chief. The bull retreated still farther, inclined 
his horns . . . and suddenly dashed aside, shak- 
ing his head to right and left. 

“Well, he really did capture Prague,”-—I 
thought. 

Weentered the house. The Brigadier removed 
his cap from his moist locks, exclaimed: “Fa!” 

. sank down on the edge of a chair. . 
and bowed his head. 

“My real object in running in to see you, 
Vasily Fémitch,’—I began my diplomatic at- 
tack,—‘“‘ was that, as you have served under the 
command of the great Suvaroff,—in general, 
have taken part in such momentous events,—it 
would be very interesting to me to learn the par- 
ticulars.” 

The Brigadier fixed his eyes on me... . His 
face became strangely animated—I was already 
beginning to expect, if not a story, at least an en- 
couraging, sympathetic word. .. . 

“ But, sir, I shall die soon,—I suppose,’ —he 
said, in a low tone. 

I was disconcerted. 

“Why do you . . . . suppose that, Vasily F6- 
mitch?” —I articulated at last. The Brigadier 
suddenly began to fling his arms up and down,— 
exactly as babies do. 

“AW hy) becatisep (Sir jv. 0 T.. ...'+ perhaps 
you know .. . I frequently see Agrippina 
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Iv4novna—the kingdom of heaven be hers—in 
my sleep—and I can’t possibly catch her; I’m al- 
ways pursuing her—but I don’t catch her. And 
last night—I saw her—she seemed to be standing 
in front of me, half turned away, and laughing. 
. . . | immediately ran to her—and caught her. 
. . . And she seemed to turn fully round, and 
say to me: ‘Well, Vasinka, thou hast caught 
me.’ ” 

“ And what inference do you draw from that, 
Vasily Fomitch?” 

“Why, sir, this is what I infer: it must mean 
that we are to be together. Yes, and glory be to 
God, I tell you; glory be to the Lord God, to the 
Father, and to the Son, and to the Holy Spirit—”’ 
(the Brigadier began to chant) : “now, and-ever, 
and unto ages of ages. Amen!” 

The Brigadier began to cross himself. I could 
get nothing more out of him—so I went away. 


XV 


Own the following day my friend arrived... . 
I mentioned the Brigadier, and my visits to 
him. . . . “ Akh, yes! of course! I know his his- 
tory,’—replied my friend;—“ and I was well ac- 
quainted also with the wife of State Councillor 
Lémoff, through whose kindness he has found 
asylum here. But wait: it seems to me that I 
must have preserved here his letter to that same 
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State Councilloress; it was in virtue of that letter 
that she assigned him his nook.”—My friend 
rummaged among his papers, and actually found 
the Brigadier’s letter. Here it is, word for word, 
with the exception of the orthographical errors. 
The Brigadier, like all people of that epoch, con- 
founded the letters “e” and “ye,”—wrote: 
“xkomu, shtop, sliudmi,”* and so forth.— There 
is no necessity for preserving those errors: even 
without that, his letter bears the imprint of his 
time: 


“Dear Mapam! Raisa PAviovna! After the death 
of my friend, and your aunt, I had the happiness to 
write to you two letters, the first on the first of June, 
the second on July the sixth, of the year 1815—and she 
had died on the sixth of May of that same year; therein I 
was frank with you as to the sentiments of my heart and 
soul, which were oppressed with mortal grief, and de- 
scribed in full vista my bitter despair, deserving of com- 
passion; both letters, despatched by royal post, were 
registered, and therefore I cannot doubt that they were 
perused by you. Through my frankness in them I had 
hoped to secure your beneficent attention to me; but 
your sentiments of compassion were diverted from me, 
the bitter sufferer! But being left, after the death of 
my only friend, Agrippina Ivdnovna, in the most ruined 
and destitute condition, I placed my entire hope, accord- 
ing to her words, on your mercy; she, feeling already 


1 Instead of k.komu, tchob. s.’liud’mi. Moreover, there should be a 
character denoting hard pronunciation after k, 6, and s (where I have 
' placed a period), and a character denoting soft pronunciation where I 
have placed the apostrophe. —TransiaTor. 
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the end of her life, said to me, namely, in these, as it 
were, funereal and for me ever-memorable words: ‘ My 
friend, I am thy serpent, and the cause of all thy ad- 
versity; I am conscious how much thou hast sacrificed 
for me, and in requital I am leaving thee in a wretched 
and, in truth, destitute condition; after I am dead, 
do thou apply to Raisa Pavlovna’—that is, to you— 
‘and ask aid of her. Urge her! She has a feeling 
heart, and I trust in her, that she will not leave thee an 
orphan.’—Dear madam, accept in witness the almighty 
Creator of the world, that these were her words, and 
that I speak with her tongue; and therefore, relying 
upon your beneficence, I have appealed to you first of all 
with my open-hearted and frank letters; but receiving 
no reply to them, after long-continued waiting, I had no 
thought but that your beneficent heart had left me with- 
out attention! Such lack of benevolence toward me on 
your part has reduced me to the depths of despair. 
Where, and to whom, helpless I should appeal—I knew 
not; my judgment was lost, my soul went astray,—at 
last, to my utter ruin, it pleased Providence to chastise 
me still further in the most cruel manner, and to turn 
my thoughts to the deceased, to your aunt, Feodiliya 
Ivanovna, born of one mother with Agrippina Ivdnovna, 
but not one with her in heart! Depicting to myself in 
imagination the fact that for the last twenty years I 
had been devoted to the whole house related to your house 
of Lomoff—and especially to that Feodiliya Ivaénovna 
who never called Agrippina Ivdnoyna otherwise than 
‘my dear bosom-friend,’ and me, ‘ the very respected and 
zealous adherent of our family,’—depicting all this to 
myself with abundant sighs and tears in the silence of 
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sorrowful watches of the night, I thought: Come, 
Brigadier! evidently, so it must be!—and on applying 
with letters to that same Feoditliya Ivdnovna, I received 
an explicit assurance that she would share her last crumb 
with me! Being encouraged by this promise, I got to- 
gether my poor remaining possessions, and went to Feo- 
diliya Ivanovna! The presents I brought her, amount- 
ing to more than five hundred rubles, were accepted with 
remarkable satisfaction; and then the money which I 
had brought for my maintenance Feodiliya Ivénovna 
saw fit to take under her own charge, under the guise 
of keeping it safe for me, which, to please her, I did 
not oppose. But if you ask me: whence, and in virtue 
of what, I had such confidence,—to that, madam, there 
is but one answer: she was Agrippina Ivdnoyna’s sister, 
and a scion of the Lémoff family! !—But alas! and akh! 
I was speedily deprived of all that money, and my 
hope which I had set upon Feodtliya IvA4novna—who 
wanted to share her last crumb with me—was idle and 
vain: on the contrary, she, Feodtliya Ivdnovna, en- 
riched herself with my goods. And, to wit, on the day 
of her angel, February the fifth, I presented her 
with green French material to the value of fifty rubles, 
at five rubles the arshin:* but I myself, of what had 
been promised, received: white piqué for a _ waist- 
coat, to the value of five rubles, and muslin for a neck- 
cloth, which gifts were purchased in my presence, and, 
as is known to me, out of my own money—and that 
is all which I, through the benevolence toward me of 
Feodtiliya Ivanovna, have enjoyed! That is ‘ the last 


1 The Russian measure corresponding to the yards 
twenty-eight inches. —TRANSLAToR. 
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crumb’! And I might also lay bare, in very truth, all 
Feodtiliya Ivdnovna’s malevolent actions toward me— 
and also my expenditures, exceeding all measure, as for 
example, among other things, for confects and fruits, 
the which Feodtiliya Ivdnovna was extremely fond of 
eating ;—but I hold my peace as to all this, in order that 
you should not ascribe such explanation about the dead 
woman in an evil sense; and moreover, since God hath 
summoned her to Himself for judgment—and everything 
which I suffered from her hath been exterminated from 
my heart,—so I have forgiven her long since, as a Chris- 
tian should, and I pray to God that He should for- 
give her! ! 

*“ But dear madam, Rafsa Pavlovna! Can it be 
that you will blame me for being a faithful and veritable 
friend of your family, and for having loved Agrippina 
Ivénovna so much and invincibly, for having sacrificed 
my life, my honour, and all my substance for her? I was 
entirely in her power, and therefore could not rule my- 
self or my property—but she disposed, according to 
her will, both of me and of my property! It is known 
to you also, that through her deed with her people I 
suffer ¢nnocently a mortal insult—that affair, after her 
death, I carried to the Senate,’ sixth department,—it 
has not yet been decided—by which I was made her ac- 
complice, placed under surveillance, and am still con- 
demned as a penal offender! In my profession, at my 
age, such dishonour is intolerable to me; and nothing is 
left for me, except to cheer my heart with this bitter 
thought, that, consequently, even after the death of 
Agrippina Ivanovna, I am suffering for her—and that 


1 The Senate, in Russia, is the Supreme Court of 
Appeal.— TRansLator. 
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denotes traces of my unchangeable love and benevolent 
_ gratitude toward her! 

“In my letters to you, to which I have alluded, I in- 
formed you of the funeral of Agrippina Ivdénovna in all 
detail—and also what prayers were said for her; my 
love and friendship for her spared nothing in accordance 
with my means! For all this—and together with the 
requiem service on the fortieth day, and for reading the 
Psalter over her for six weeks—(over and above which, 
fifty rubles of mine disappeared, which I had given as 
deposit for the stone, as to which I informed you),—for 
all this I expended of my own money seven hundred 
and fifty rubles,—including a donation of one hundred 
and fifty rubles to the church! 

“May thy benevolent soul take heed to the voice of one 
in despair and precipitated into a multitude of the most 
cruel torments! Thy compassion unto lovingkindness 
alone can restore life to the lost one! !_ I, although I am 
alive—yet by the sufferings of my soul and heart, am 
dead; dead, when I recall what I have been, and what I 
am: I was a warrior, and served my country in all up- 
rightness, and lived justly, as is indubitably befitting a 
true Russian, and a faithful subject,—and was rewarded 
with distinguished tokens,—and had an estate conso- 
nant to my birth and profession; but now, I bend my 
back like a hunchback for my daily bread and nourish- 
ment; and especially am I dead when I recall what a 
friend I have lost . . . . and what is life to me after 
that? But one cannot hasten his appointed limit, and 
the earth will not open, but rather does it turn to 
stone! And therefore I cry unto thee, benevolent soul, 
silence the public gossip, do not give thyself over to 
general condemnation, because in return for my un- 
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bounded devotion I have no shelter, cause wonder by thy 
mercy toward me, turn the tongue of the malevolent and 
envious to the praise of thy merits—and I make bold, 
with all submission, to add, comfort in the grave thy 
most precious aunt, the unforgettable Agrippina Iva- 
novna, who, for thine effectual aid, through my sinful 
prayers, will stretch out over thy head her hands in 
blessing, give rest in his declining days to a solitary old 
man, who had no reason to expect for himself such a 
fate! . . . And further, with the most profound re- 
spect, I have the happiness to call myself, dear madam— 
Your most devoted servant 


Vasity Gusk0OFF 
Brigadier and chevalier. 


XVI 


A ¥FEw years later I again visited my friend’s 
hamlet. ... Vasily Fomitch had been dead a long 
time: he had passed away soon after my acquain- 
tance with him. ‘The Cucumber was still in good 
health. He guided me to the grave of Agraféna 
Ivanovna.— An iron fence enclosed a large slab 
with a detailed and elaborate epitaph to the de- 
ceased; and there, also, beside it, and, as it were, 
at her feet, was visible a small mound with a cross 
which had settled awry: the servant of God, 
Brigadier and Chevalier Vasily Gusk6ff, rests 
beneath that little mound. ... His dust has 
found refuge, at last, beside the dust of that be- 
ing whom he had loved with such an unbounded, 
almost deathless love. 
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THE STORY OF 
LIEUTENANT ERGUNOFF 


I 


HAT evening Kuzma Vasilievitch Ergunoff 
told us his whole story. He was in the habit 
of repeating it punctually once a month, and we 
listened to it, on each occasion, with fresh plea- 
sure, although we knew it almost by heart, in 
all its details. ‘These details had overgrown the 
original stem of the story, if one may so express 
himself, as mushrooms overgrow a felled tree- 
trunk. Being too well acquainted with the char- 
acter of our comrade, we did not trouble our- 
selves to fill in his gaps and omissions. But since 
Kuzma Vasilievitch is dead, and there will be no 
one to narrate his history any more, we have de- 
cided to bring it to general knowledge. 


II 


It took place forty years ago, in the time of 
Kuzma Vasilievitch’s youth. He was wont to 
say of himself that he was then a dandy and a 
beauty, with a complexion like blood and milk, 
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had red lips, curly hair, and the eyes of a falcon. 
We took him at his word, although nothing of the 
sort was visible in him. To our eyes, Kuzma Va- 
silievitch presented himself as a man of very or- 
dinary appearance, with a plain and rather som- 
nolent face, a bulky and awkward body. But 
there is no denying the fact: the years disfigure 
beauty, no matter of what grade! The traces of 
dandyism were more plainly preserved in Kuzma 
Vasilievitch. Into old age he wore tight trousers 
with straps, drew in his corpulent waist, had his 
hair cut very close behind and curled it on his 
brow, and tinted his moustache with Persian dye, 
which, however, had more of a crimson or even of 
a green cast than of black. Kuzma Vasilievitch 
was, withal, a very worthy nobleman, although he 
was fond of “ peeking” at his neighbours, in 
preference, that is to say, of taking a peep at their 
cards; but this he did not so much out of greed 
as by way of caution, for he did not like to lose 
his money to no purpose. But, away with 
anecdotes: let us proceed to the matter itself. 


III 


Tuis affair took place in the spring, in the then 

new town of Nikoldeff, whither Kuzma Vasilie- 

vitch had been officially despatched on govern- 

ment business. (He was a lieutenant in the 

navy.) His superiors had intrusted to him, as to 
44, 


LIEUTENANT ERGUNOFF 


a trustworthy and capable officer, the supervision 
over certain naval constructions, and from time 
to time, placed at his disposal very considerable 
sums of money, which he, for the greater safety, 
constantly wore in a leathern belt around his body. 
Kuzma Vasilievitch really was distinguished for 
his prudence, and, in spite of his youthful years, 
bore himself in an exemplary manner. He sedu- 
lously avoided all indecorous acts, never touched 
cards, drank no wine, and even avoided society, 
so that his comrades—the peaceable ones—called 
him the pretty girl, and the roisterous ones, 
mommy’s boy, and a sissy. Kuzma Vasilievitch 
had one besetting sin: he cherished a hearty pre- 
dilection for the fair sex; but even here he man- 
aged to repress his impulses, and permitted him- 
self no faint-heartedness. He rose and went to 
bed early, he conscientiously discharged his duty, 
and his sole relaxation consisted in very long even- 
ing rambles in the outlying streets of Nikolédeff. 
He read no books, for he was afraid of a flow of 
blood to the head; every spring he drank a cer- 
tain concoction for plethora. Having donned 
his uniform, and carefully dusted himself off with 
a whisk-broom, he took his way, with stately 
strides, along the fences of the fruit-orchards, 
halted frequently, admired the beauties of nature, 
plucked a flower as a memento, and felt a certain 
satisfaction. But he experienced particular plea- 
sure only when he chanced to encounter a “ little 
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Cupid,” —that is to say, a pretty burgher maiden, 
hastening homeward with her warm jacket’ 
thrown across her shoulders, with a bundle in her 
bare hand, and a gaily-coloured kerchief on her 
head. Being, as he himself expressed it, of a sus- 
ceptible disposition, but modest, Kuzma Vasilie- 
vitch did not enter into conversation with the 
“little Cupid,” but he smiled courteously at her, 
and gazed long and intently after her. . . . Then 
he would heave a deep sigh, wend his way home- 
ward with the same stately gait, seat himself at 
the window, and dream for about half an hour, 
economically smoking strong plug tobacco from 
a large meerschaum pipe which had been pre- 
sented to him by his godfather, a police officer 
of German extraction. Thus the days passed by, 
neither cheerfully nor tediously. 


IV 


ONE day, as he was returning to his quarters, 
just before dusk, through a narrow lane, Kuzma 
Vasilievitch heard hasty footsteps behind him, 
and broken words mingled with sobs. He 
glanced round, and beheld a young girl of twenty 
years, with an extremely agreeable but utterly 
distracted face all distorted with weeping. A 
great and unforeseen grief seemed to have over- 


1 The short, wadded peasant-woman’s jacket is called, 
literally, a ‘* soul warmer.’’— TRANSLATOR. 
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taken her; she was running, and stumbling as she 
ran, talking to herself, moaning, gesticulating 
with her hands; her fair hair was dishevelled, and 
her kerchief (neither burnous nor mantilla was 
known at that epoch) had slipped from her shoul- 
ders and was hanging from one pin. The young 
girl was dressed like a gentlewoman, not like a 
woman of the burgher class. 

Kuzma Vasilievitch stepped aside; a feeling of 
compassion conquered in him the fear of “ behav- 
ing in a faint-hearted manner,” and when she 
came on a level with him he politely touched the 
visor of his shako, and inquired the cause of her 
tears. 

“ Because,”—he added, laying his hand on 
his dirk,—“ as a military man I may be able to 
aid you.” 

The girl stopped, and, evidently, for the first 
instant, did not clearly comprehend what he | 
wanted of her; but immediately afterward, as 
though delighted at the opportunity to express 
herself, she began to talk in Russian which was 
not quite pure: 

“Good heavens, Mr. Officer!”—she began, 
and the tears descended like rain on her pretty 
cheeks, —‘“‘ what does it mean! This is horri-bel, 
God knows what it is! We have been robbed of 
everything, gracious heavens! ‘The cook has car- 
ried off everything, everything, everything—the 
silverware, the jew-el-box, and clothing .... 
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yes .... and even the clothing, and the stock- 
ings, and body-linen .. . . yes... and aunty’s 
reticule, which had a twenty-five ruble bank-note 
in it in such a tiny case, and two plated spoons 

. and a cloak too, and everything. . . . And 
I tell all that to the police lieutenant .. . and 
the police lieutenant says: “Get out, I don’t be- 
lieve it, I don’t believe it. . . . I won't listen, I 
won't listen, you ’re a bad lot yourself!’—I say: 
‘Goodness, the cloak ... . And he: ‘I won’t 
listen, that I won’t!’ He was so insulting, Mr. 
Officer! ‘Get out,’ says he, . . . ‘get out!’— 
But where am I to go?” 

The girl burst out sobbing convulsively, almost 
shrieking, and, utterly losing control of herself, 
leaned against Kuzma Vasilievitch’s sleeve... . 
He became agitated in his turn, and stood rooted 
to the spot, only repeating now and then: 
“ Enough, that will do!” but he kept staring at 
the slender, incessantly quivering nape of the 
neck of the grief-stricken girl. 

“If you will permit me, I will see you home,” 
—he said at last, touching her shoulder lightly 
with his forefinger,—“ for, you understand, this 
sort of thing won’t do at all in the street. You 
shall explain to me your displeasure, and, of 
course, I will make every effort .... as an 
officer.” 

The girl half raised her head, and seemed, for 
the first time, to take a good look at the young 
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man, who might have been said to be holding her 
in his arms. She was abashed, turned away, and, 
still sobbing, stepped a little to one side. Kuzma 
Vasilievitch renewed his offer. The girl cast a 
sidelong glance at him through her hair, all wet 
with her tears, which fell over her face (at this 
point of his story Kuzma Vasflievitch always 
assured us that that glance pierced him “like an 
awl,” and one day he even tried to portray to us 
that marvellous glance), and placing her arm in 
the bended arm of the obliging lieutenant, she 
went off with him to her lodgings. 


Vv 


KuzMA VASiLIEvITCH had had very little to do 
with women in the course of his life, and was, con- 
sequently, at a loss how to begin the conversation ; 
but his companion chattered on very volubly, 
incessantly wiping away her welling tears. A 
few moments later, Kuzma Vasilievitch learned 
that her name was Emilia Karlovna, that she was 
a native of Riga, and had come to Nikolaeff to 
visit her aunt, who was from Riga also, that her 
papa had been in the military service, but had died 
“ of lung trouble,” that her aunt had had a Rus- 
sian cook, very good and cheap, only without a 
passport,’ and that that same cook, on that very 


1 An indication of untrustworthiness, which renders the person’s 
service cheap, as an offset to the risk. —TRansLaTor. 
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day, had robbed them and had fled, no one knew 
whither. It had been necessary to go to the po- 
lice . . . in die Polizei. . . . But at this point 
the memory of the police officer, of the insult 
dealt her, surged up afresh . .. and again her sobs 
burst forth. Again did Kuzma Vasilievitch en- 
deavour to say something consoling. . . But the 
girl, all of whose impressions, evidently, came 
and went very rapidly, suddenly halted, and, ex- 
tending her hand, said calmly: 
“ Here is our apartment! ” 


VI 


THE apartment consisted of a miserable little 
house, which seemed to have grown into the 
ground, with four tiny windows on the street. 
The dark foliage of a geranium curtained them 
from within; in one of them burned a candle: 
night had already fallen. From the cottage it- 
self, and almost on a level with it, stretched a 
board fence, with a barely discernible wicket-gate. 
The young girl approached it, and finding it 
locked, impatiently thumped with the iron ring 
of the rusty lock. Heavy footsteps became au- 
dible behind the fence, as though some one were 
walking, with a slovenly shuffle, in slippers trod- 
den down at the heel, and a hoarse feminine voice 
made some inquiry in German, which Kuzma Va- 
silievitch did not understand; he, like a genuine 
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_ sailor, knew not a single tongue except Russian. 
The girl replied, also in German; the wicket was 
opened a mere crack, and, after admitting the 
girl, was instantly slammed in front of the very 
nose of Kuzma Vasilievitch, who, nevertheless, 
succeeded in descrying, amid the semi-gloom of 
the summer twilight, the form of a fat old woman, 
in a red gown, with a dim lantern in her hand. 
Struck with surprise, Kuzma Vasilievitch re- 
mained standing for some time motionless in the 
street; but at the thought that he, a military of- 
ficer, had been so discourteously treated (Kuzma 
Vasilievitch set great store on his vocation), he 
felt an excess of indignation, wheeled round 
abruptly to the left and started homeward. He 
had not gone ten paces when the wicket opened 
again and the young girl, who had already man- 
aged to have a whispered conversation with the 
old woman, made her appearance on the thresh- 
old and called loudly:—“ Where are you going, 
Mr. Officer? Please come in!” 

Kuzma Vasilievitch hesitated a little, but 
turned back. 


Vil 


His new acquaintance, whom we shall henceforth 

call Emilia, led him through a small, dark, damp 

storeroom, into a fairly large but low-ceiled and 

begrimed room, with a huge cupboard against the 
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rear wall; an oilcloth divan; the peeling portraits 
of a couple of bishops in their cowls, and of a 
Turk in a turban, over the doors and between the 
windows; with cardboard boxes and chests in the 
corners; with mismatched chairs and a bow-legged 
ombre-table, on which lay a man’s cap by the 
side of a half-drunk glass of kvas... Kuzma Va- 
silievitch was followed into the room by the old 
woman in the red gown, whom he had noticed 
at the gate, and who turned out to be an extremely 
homely little Jewess, with morose, pig-like little 
eyes, and a grey moustache on her bloated upper 
lip. Emilia pointed her out to Kuzma Vasilie- 
vitch and said: 

“This is my aunt, Madame Fritsche.” 

Kuzma Vasilievitch was somewhat surprised, 
but he considered it his duty to introduce himself. 
Madame Fritsche looked askance at him, made 
him no reply, and asked her niece in Russian if 
she would n’t like some tea. 

“Ah, yes, tea!”—chimed in Emilia.—“‘ You 
will drink tea, will you not, Mr. Officer? Yes, 
aunty, give us tea! . . . . But why do you stand, 
Mr. Officer? Be seated! Akh, how ceremonious 
you are! With your permission, I will take off 
my kerchief.” 

When Emilia spoke, she kept turning her head 
incessantly from side to side and twitching her 


1 Small beer, made by pouring water on the crusts of sour rye 
bread, or of rye meal, and allowing it to ferment. It is flavoured 
with raisins, watermelon-juice, straw, and so forth.—Trans.aror. 
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little shoulders; birds do thus when they sit upon 
a lofty, bare bough and are illuminated on all 
sides by the sun. 

Kuzma Vasilievitch dropped into a chair, and 
imparting to his carriage the suitable dignity, 
namely, propping his hand on his dagger and 
riveting his eyes on the floor, he led the conversa- 
tion to the robbery. But Emilia immediately in- 
terrupted him. 

“Don’t worry; that is of no account; aunty has 
just told me that the principal articles have been 
found.” (Madame Fritsche mumbled something 
to herself and left the room.) “And it was n’t 
at all necessary to go for the Polizei; but I never 
can have patience, lam so... . You don’t un- 
derstand German? . . . so hasty, immer so rasch! 
But I am no longer thinking of that.... 
aber auch gar nicht!” 

Kuzma Vasilievitch looked at Emilia. As a 
matter of fact, her face had assumed the most 
care-free expression. Everything was smiling 
in that pretty little face: the drooping, almost 
white eyelashes, the lips and the cheeks and the 
chin and the dimple in the chin, and even the 
very tip of the snub nose. She walked to the 
tiny mirror beside the cupboard, and humming 
through her teeth and narrowing her eyes, she 
began to adjust her hair. Kuzma Vasilievitch 
watched her movements. . . . She pleased him 
very much. 
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Vill 


“You will excuse me,” —she began again, as she 
twisted lightly to and fro in front of the mirror, — 
“for having ... . brought you to my house in 
that manner. Perhaps you don’t like it?” 

“Oh, pray, don’t say that!” 

““T have already told you that I am so hasty. 
I act first and reflect afterward. And sometimes 
I don’t reflect at all. . . . What is your name, 
Mr. Officer? May I inquire?’’—she added, ap- 
proaching him, and crossing her arms. 

“My name is Ergunoff, Kuzma Vasilievitch.” 

“Ergi .... Akh, that ’s no a nice name! 
That is to say, it is difficult for me. [I shall call 
you Mr. Florestan. We had a Mr. Florestan in 
Riga. He sold splendid gros de Naples in the 
shop, and was a beauty. Quite equal to you. 
But how broad-shouldered you are! A regular 
dashing Russian! I love the Russians. . . . I’m 
a Russian myself . . . . my papa was an officer. 
And my hands are whiter than yours! ”—She 
raised them above her head, waved them through 
the air several times, in order to expel the blood 
from them, and immediately lowered them.— 
“Do you see? I wash them with Greek soap, 

. with perfumes. . . . Smell. . . . Akh, 

but don’t kiss them. . . . I did n’t mean that. 
. . . « Where do you serve? ” 
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“I serve in the 19th Black Sea naval bat- 
talion.” 

“Ah! You are a sailor! And do you get a 
big salary?” 

“No... . not very, madam.” 

“You must be very brave. One can see that 
immediately by your eyes. What thick eyebrows 
you have! They say one must smear them with 
lard at night in order to make them grow. But 
why have you no moustache? ” 

“It is not allowed by the regulations.” 

“ Akh! that’s not nice! What’s that you have 
—a dagger?” 

“This is a dirk; the dirk is, so to speak, the 
attribute of sailors.” 

“Ah! A dirk! Is it sharp? May I look at 
it?” —She drew the blade from its sheath with 
an effort, biting her lips and screwing up her 
eyes, and laid her nose against it.—“ Oh, how 
dull! So I can kill you on the spot.” 

She brandished the dirk at Kuzma Vasilie- 
vitch. He feigned to be alarmed, and laughed. 
She laughed also. 

“Thr habt pardon—you are pardoned,’ —she 
said, assuming a majestic attitude.—“ Here, take 
your weapon! And how old are you? ”’—she sud- 
denly inquired. 

“ Twenty-five.” 

“ And I am nineteen! How ridiculous! Akh!” 

And Emilia broke into such a ringing laugh 
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that she even threw herself backward a little. 
Kuzma Vasilievitch did not rise from his chair, 
and stared more intently than ever at her rosy 
face, quivering with laughter, and she pleased 
him more and more. 

Suddenly Emilia fell silent, and humming 
through her teeth, —it was a habit she had,—again 
approached the mirror. 

“Do you know how to sing, Mr. Florestan? ” 

“Not at all, ma’am. I wasn’t taught, ma’am.” 

“* And do you play on the guitar? No again? 
But Ican. I have a guitar with mother-of-pearl, 
only the strings are broken. I must buy some. 
Will you give me some money, Mr. Officer? I 
will sing you a beautiful German romance.” — She 
sighed, and closed her eyes.—“ Akh, such a beau- 
tiful song! But do you know how to dance? 
Not that either? Unméglich! I will teach you. 
L’Ecossais and the kazak waltz. 'Tra-la-la, tra- 
la-la, tra-la-la, la... .. ” Emila gave a couple 
of skips.—“ See what nice boots I have! From 
Warsaw.’ Oh, you and I will dance together, Mr. 
Florestan! But what are you going to call me?” 

Kuzma Vasilievitch grinned, and flushed crim- 
son to the ears. 

“T shall call you, ‘ Loveliest Emilia!’ ” 

“No! no! You must call me: Mein Schdtzchen, 
mein Zuckerpiippchen! Repeat that after me.” 


1 Warsaw-made shoes were considered unusually good 
at that epoch,—TRaAnstator. 
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“With the greatest pleasure, but I ’m afraid 
-it will be difficult for me. . . .” 

““ Never mind, never mind. Say, Mein. ... 

SUMba ins 42” 


99 


SUCKER 

ol Deaake. MiKerey, We 

“4 Parppchont Piippchen! Pappehent” 

ToS Ios priate. f° Pecan tt, ama'am. Et 
turns out badly! Sohohdet? 

“No! You must. ... You must! But do 


you know what that means? That ’s the most 
agreeable word in German for young ladies. I ’Il 
explain it to you later on. But now here comes 
aunty with the samovar for us. Bravo! bravo! 
Aunty, I ’m going to drink tea with cream. .. . 
Is there any cream?” 

“ So schweige doch!” —replied aunty. 


IX 


KuzMA Vasi.ievitcH sat at Madame Fritsche’s 
until midnight. Never had he spent so agreeable 
an evening since his arrival in Nikoldeff. Truth 
to tell, it occurred to him more than once that an 
officer and a nobleman ought not to be acquainted 
with the young native of Riga and her “ anty,” 
but Emilia was so pretty, she chattered away so 
amusingly, she cast upon him such caressing 
glances, that he disregarded his extraction, his 
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profession, and resolved, for that once, to do as he 
pleased. One circumstance, only, troubled him, 
and left upon him a not altogether pleasant im- 
pression. Just as the conversation between him, 
Emilia, and Madame Fritsche reached its height, 
the door of the vestibule was opened a crack, and 
a masculine arm, in a dark cuff, with three tiny 
silver buttons, was quietly thrust in, and quietly 
deposited a tolerably large bundle on a chair 
beside the door. Both ladies immediately rushed 
to the chair, and began to inspect what had been 
brought. “These are not the same spoons!” 
cried Emilia; but her aunt nudged her with her 
elbow, and carried off the bundle without tying 
up the ends. It seemed to Kuzma Vasilievitch 
that one of them was stained with something red, 
like blood... . 

“What ’s that?’’—he asked Emilia.—‘‘ Have 
they returned to you some more of the stolen ar- 
ticles?” 

“Yes,” —replied Emilia, with apparent reluc- 
tance,—‘“‘ some more.” 

“Did that man-servant of yours hunt them 
Upie 

“What man-servant? We have no man-ser- 
vant.” 

“ Some other man, then.” 

“No men come to our house.” 

“But, pardon me, pardon me. .. . I saw the 
cuff of a man’s coat or hussar jacket. And, then, 
there ‘se thaten perc 
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“Men never, never come,’—repeated Emilia, 
persistently. . . “What you saw.... You saw 
nothing! And that cap is mine.” 

“How so?” 

“Why, just so. It ’s useful in a masquerade. 
. ... SO, there now, it ’s mine, und Punctum! ” 

“ But who was it that brought you the bundle?” 

Emilia made no reply, and pouting out her lips, 
she followed Madame Fritsche out of the room. 
Ten minutes later, she returned alone, without 
her aunt, and when Kuzmé4 Vasilievitch set to 
questioning her again, she stared at his forehead, 
said that it was shameful for a cavalier to be in- 
quisitive (at these words, her face underwent a 
slight change, darkened, as it were), and taking 
from the ombre-table a pack of ancient cards, she 
asked him to tell her fortune, and that of the king 
of hearts. 

Kuzma Vasilievitch burst out laughing, took 
the cards, and all evil thoughts instantly leaped 
out of his head. 

But they returned again, that very day. To 
wit: he had already emerged from the wicket 
upon the street, he had already taken leave of 
Emilia, for the last time he had shouted to her: 
“ Adieu, Zuckerpiippchen!” when suddenly a 
man of low stature glided swiftly past him and, 
turning for an instant in his direction (night had 
long since closed in, but the moon shone quite 
brightly), displayed a gaunt, gipsy face, with 
thick black eyebrows and moustache, black eyes, 
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and a hooked nose. This man instantly darted 
round the corner, but it seemed to Kuzma Vasi- 
lievitch that he had recognised, not his face,—he 
had never beheld him before,—but the cuff of his 
sleeve: three silver buttons gleamed plainly in the 
moonlight. Troubled surprise stirred in the soul 
of the cautious lieutenant; when he reached home, 
he did not light his meerschaum pipe, according 
to his wont. Moreover, the unexpected acquain- 
tance with the amiable Emilia, and the agreeable 
hours spent in her society, contributed to the agi- 
tated state of his feelings. 


xX 


WHATEVER may have been the apprehensions of 
Kuzma Vasilievitch, they were speedily. dissi- 
pated, and left no trace behind them. He began 
to inquire quite frequently after the health of the 
two ladies from Riga. The susceptible lieutenant 
became intimate with Emilia. At first, he was 
ashamed of this intimacy, and concealed his visits; 
then he ceased to feel ashamed, and to affect con- 
cealment. It ended in his taking more pleasure 
in sitting with his new acquaintances than with 
any one else, not to mention his own not over- 
cheerful four walls. Even Madame Fritsche no 
longer aroused in him unpleasant sensations, al- 
though she treated him rudely and surlily, as be- 
fore. Persons of small means, like Madame Frit- 
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sche, set particular value on the liberality of their 
visitors; but Kuzma Vasilievitch was inclined to 
be parsimonious, and his gifts took the form, 
chiefly, of raisins, English walnuts, and ginger- 
bread cakes. . . . Only once did he, to use his 
own expression, “ruin himself,” and present 
Kmilia with a pink kerchief of genuine French 
material, rather light in quality; but she singed 
his gift in the candle that same day. He began 
to remonstrate with her; she tied the kerchief to 
the cat’s tail; he waxed angry: she laughed in his 
face. Kuzma Vasilievitch was compelled, at last, 
to confess to himself that he not only did not en- 
joy the respect of the ladies from Riga, but had 
not even earned their confidence. He was never 
admitted at once, without a preliminary scrutiny. 
Sometimes they made him wait, sometimes they 
sent him away without the least ceremony, and, 
when they wished to conceal something from him, 
they talked German in his presence. Emilia 
rendered him no account of her actions, and to 
his questions returned superficial replies, as 
though she had not rightly heard his words; and, 
chief of all, certain rooms in Madame Fritsche’s 
house, which was quite spacious, although it ap- 
peared a hovel from the street, remained con- 
stantly closed against him. Nevertheless, Kuzma 
Vasilievitch did not cease his visits, but, on the 
contrary, augmented them; he saw living people, 
all the same. His self-love was also satisfied by 
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the fact that Emilia continued to call him “ Flor- 
estan,” considered him a remarkable beauty, and 
asserted that he had eyes like those of a bird of 
paradise, “ wie die Augen eines Paradiesvogels!” 


XI 


OnE day, in the very middle of the summer, at 
noonday, Kuzma Vasilievitch, after having 
passed the entire morning in the sun, with the 
contractors and labourers, dragged himself, 
jaded, exhausted, to the wicket-gate of the too- 
familiar little house. He knocked; he was ad- 
mitted. Hestaggered into the so-called drawing- 
room, and immediately threw himself down on the 
divan. Emilia approached him, and wiped his 
perspiring brow with her handkerchief. 

“ How tired he is, my darling! How hot he 
is!”’—said she, with compassion.—“ Good heavy- 
ens! he might have unfastened his collar. O 
Lord! his throat is fairly throbbing.” 

“I ’m worn out, my dear friend,”—moaned 
Kuzma Vasilievitch.—“I ’ve been on my feet 
since early morning, and in the very hottest of it, 
to boot. Calamity! I wanted to go home. Those 
beasts of contractors are there again! But it is 
so cool here, with you. . . . I think I could get a 
nap.” 

“Well, why not? Rest, my little chicken; no 
one will disturb thee here... .. if 
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“ But I ’m ashamed, somehow. ... . “4 
“The i-dea! ashamed, forsooth! Sleep. And 
I'll... . how is it you say it in your language? 


... I ’ll sing thee a lullaby. ‘ Schlaf, mein 
Kindchen, schlafe!’” she struck up. 

“T ’d like a drink of water, first. . ... “ 

“ Here ’s a glass of water for thee. Fresh! 
Like crystal! Wait, I ’ll put a cushion under thy 
head. . . . And here, this is a protection from 
the flies.” 

She covered his face with a handkerchief. 

“Thanks, my little cupid. . . . I “Il only just 
Peeenoze alittle..." 4 

Kuzma Vasilievitch closed his eyes, and imme- 
diately fell asleep. 

“ Schlaf, mein Kindchen, schlafe!’”—sang 
Emilia, swaying from side to side, and laughing 
softly, both at her song, and at her movements. 

“What a big baby I have!” she thought. “A 
boy.” 


XII 


Aw hour and a half later, the lieutenant awoke. 
It had seemed to him, in his dreams, that some 
one was touching him, bending over him, breath- 
ing on him. He groped about him, and pulled 
off the handkerchief. Emilia was kneeling, very 
close to him; the expression of her face struck him 
as strange. But she immediately sprang to her 
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feet, walked off to the little window, and thrust 
something into her pocket. 

Kuzma Vasilievitch stretched himself. 

“But how wildly I have been snoring! ”’—he 
said, yawning.—“ Come hither, maine xiusse 
freilen!” 

Emilia came to him. He raised himself alertly, 
thrust his hand into her pocket, and grasped a 
small pair of scissors. 

“Ach, Herr Je!’’—exclaimed Emilia, invol- 
untarily. 

“These . . . . these are scissors? ’’—muttered 
Kuzma Vasilievitch. 

“Why, yes, of course. What didst thou think 
they were... . pistols? Akh, what a ridicu- 
lous face thou hast! As crumpled as the pillow, 
and the hair on the back of thy head is all stand- 
ing on end... And he ’s not laughing... . 
Akh, akh, akh! And his eyes are swollen. .. . 
Akh!” 

Emilia shrieked with laughter. 

“Come, stop that,’— growled Kuzma Vasfilie- 
vitch, and rose from the couch.—‘“‘ Have done 
with grinning without a cause. If thou canst not 
think of anything more sensible, I Il just go 
away. . . I ‘ll go away,’—he repeated, perceiv- 
ing that she did not stop. 

Emilia relapsed into silence. 

“Come, enough of that; stay; I won’t do it 
again. . . Only, thou must smooth thy hair. . . .” 
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“No; it does n’t matter. . . . Let me alone! 
Id better go,”—said Kuzma Vasilievitch, and 
reached for his cap. 

Emilia pouted. 

“ Fie, how ill-tempered! A regular Russian! 
All Russians are ill-tempered! So he ’s going. 
Fie! He promised me five rubles yesterday, and 
to-day he gives me nothing, and is going off.” 

“T have no money with me,”—blurted out 
Kuzma Vasilievitch, who was already at the door. 
—“ Farewell!” 

Emilia gazed after him, and shook her finger 
at him. 

“He has no money! Listen, listen to what 
he says! Okh, what deceivers these Russians 
are! But just wait, you pug-dog! ... Aunty, 
please come here; I ‘ll tell you something.” 

On the evening of that same day, Kuzma Va- 
sflievitch, as he was preparing for bed, and un- 
dressing, noticed that the seam on the upper edge 
of his leather belt was ripped for a distance of 
about two inches and a half. Being a particular 
man, he immediately got out needle and thread, 
threaded it, and himself sewed up the gap, but 
paid no further attention to this, apparently, in- 
significant circumstance. 
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XIII 


KuzmA VasilirvitcH devoted the whole of the 
following day to his professional] duties; he did 
not leave the house, even after dinner—and until 
nightfall, in the sweat of his brow, he scribbled, 
and copied out neatly a report to his superiors, 
ruthlessly confounding the letters ye and e,’ and 
placing an exclamation point after every “ but,” 
and a semicolon after every “ however.” On the 
following morning, a bare-footed little Jew, in 
a tattered smock, brought him a letter from 
Eimilia—the first letter Kuzma Vasilievitch had 
received from her. : 

“ Mein aller liebster Florestan,” —she wrote to 
him,—“‘ is it possible that thou art so angry with 
thy Zuckerpiippchen, that thou didst not come 
yisterday? Please don’t be angry, unless thou 
wishest thy jolly Emilia to veep a very great 
deel, and be sure to come to-dey, at 5 o’clock 
in the evening.” (The figure “5” was encir- 
cled by two wreaths.) —“I shall be very, very 
glad. Thy amiable Emilia.” Kuzmé Vasilie- 
vitch inwardly marvelled at the learning of his 
“amiable” friend, gave the little Jew a couple 
of kopéks, and bade him say, “Very well, I will 
come.” 


1 One of the most difficult points in spelling Russian correctly is 
the proper use of these two letters, which differ more in appearance 
and by grammatical rule than they do in sound.—TRaNsLaror. 
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XIV 


KuzmMaA Vasivievitcu kept his word: before the 
clock had struck five, he was standing in front of 
Madame Fritsche’s gate. But to his amazement, 
he did not find Emilia at home; the mistress of 
the house herself received him, and after having 
made—oh, wonderful to relate—a preliminary 
bob-courtesy, she informed him that unforeseen 
circumstances had compelled Emilia to absent 
herself, but that she would soon return, and 
begged that he would wait for her. Madame Frit- 
sche wore a clean white mob-cap; she smiled, 
talked in an insinuating voice, and, obviously, 
strove to impart a courteous expression to her 
surly face, which, however, gained nothing 
thereby, but, on the contrary, acquired a sort of 
ominous aspect. 

“ Sit down, sir, sit down,” —she insisted, push- 
ing forward an easy-chair,—“ and we will enter- 
tain you, if you permit! ” 

Again Madame Fritsche made a ducking cour- 
tesy, quitted the room, and speedily returned 
with a cup of chocolate on a small iron tray. The 
chocolate seemed to be of dubious quality, but 
Kuzma Vasilievitch drank off the whole cupful 
with pleasure, although he positively could not 
comprehend what had impelled Madame Fritsche 
to behave in that manner, and what all this meant. 
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Nevertheless, Emilia did not come, and he was 
beginning to lose patience, and to feel bored, 
when, suddenly, the sounds of a guitar became 
audible on the other side of the wall. First one 
chord resounded, then a second, a third, a fourth, 
— growing louder and louder and fuller. Kuzma 
Vasflievitch was surprised: Emilia had a guitar, 
it is true, but it had only three strings: he was 
still preparing to buy the rest for her; moreover, 
Emilia was not at home. Who could it be? 
Again a chord rang out, and so resonantly, that 
it seemed to be in the very room. ... Kuzma 
Vasilievitch turned round, and almost shrieked 
aloud with terror. Before him, on the threshold 
of a low-browed door, which he had never ob- 
served hitherto,—the heavy cupboard had stood 
in front of it,—stood a being who was unknown 
to him: not exactly a child, nor yet an adult 
maiden. She was dressed in a little white frock 
with colored patterns, and red slippers with high 
heels; her thick black hair, caught up with a 
golden circlet, fell like a mantle from her little 
head over her slender body. From beneath its 
soft masses huge eyes gleamed with a dark glit- 
ter; bare, swarthy little arms, laden with bracelets 
and rings, held the guitar firmly. The face was 
hardly visible: it seemed so small and dark, only 
the lips glowed red, and the sharp, straight nose 
was clearly outlined. Kuzma Vasilievitch stood 
for a long time as though rooted to the spot, and 
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stared intently, without even once winking, at this 
strange being; and it gazed at him, and it also 
neither winked nor moved. At last he came to 
himself, and approached it, with tiny steps. — 

The dark little face began gradually to smile, 
the small white teeth suddenly gleamed forth, 
the little head was raised, and, faintly shaking its 
curls, displayed itself in all its clear-cut and deli- 
cate beauty. “What sort of a little demon is 
this?” thought Kuzma Vasilievitch, and advanc- 
ing still closer, he said in a low voice: 

“Little figure! Hey, little figure! Who are 
you?” 

“ Hither, hither,”—said the “little figure,” in 
a somewhat hoarse voice, with a slow, non-Rus- 
sian pronunciation, and uncertain accentuation, 
retreating a couple of paces. 

Kuzma Vasilievitch followed it, crossed the 
threshold, and found himself in a tiny chamber, 
devoid of windows, the walls hung and the floor 
covered with thick rugs of camel’s-hair. A pow- 
erful odour of musk fairly poured upon him. 
Two candles of yellow wax were burning on a 
small, round table in front of a low Turkish 
divan. In one corner stood a bed, with a cotton 
coverlet, and a long rosary of amber beads, with 
a red tassel at the end, hung near the pillow. 

“But, pray, tell me who you are,’ —repeated 
Kuzma Vasilievitch. 

“The sistér . . . the sistér of Emilia.” 
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““-You are her sister? And you live here?” 

SEY €8 0/1) Aa yVeSmameree 

Kuzma Vasilievitch attempted to touch the 
“little figure.” It recoiled. 

“How comes it that she has never spoken to me 
about you? ” 

“But it was not possible .... not possi- 
ble. -.-<” 

“So you are concealing yourself .... you 
are in hiding?” 

Se fo 

“Ts there any cause for that?” 

‘ (Thére.eds ..1.u. <there eess 

“H’m!”—Again Kuzma Vasilievitch tried to 
touch the “little figure,” again it recoiled.— 
“That ’s exactly why I have never noticed you. 
I must confess that I never suspected your exis- 
‘tence. And Madame Fritsche, that old woman, 
—is she your aunt also?” 

OY 6s 0t |S mmytontse 

“Tm! You don’t seem to understand Russian 
very well. What is your name, if I may ask?” 

“The Humming-bird.” 

“What?” 

“The Humming-bird.” 

“The Humming-bird? Here ’s a remarkable 
name! I remember now that there are insects of 
that sort in Africa.” 
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XV 


Tue Humming-bird laughed, with a curt, strange 
laugh . . . as though bits of glass had clashed 
in her throat. She shook her head, rolled her 
eyes about, laid the guitar on the table, and 
stepping briskly to the door, shut it with one 
movement. She moved quickly and alertly, with 
a barely audible swift sound, like a hawk; her 
hair fell down her back lower than her knees. 

“ But why have you locked the door,” —asked 
Kuzma Vasilievitch, The Humming-bird laid 


her finger on her lips. 
“Emilia. ... We don’t want... . don’t 
want her.” 


Kuzma Vasilievitch smiled. 

“Ts it possible that you are jealous of her?” 
The Humming-bird raised her eyebrows. 
“Vat?” 


“You are jealous . .. are angry,’—ex- 
plained Kuzma Vasilievitch. 
“* Oh, yes!” 


“You don’t say so! You do me great honour! 
. . . See here, how old are you?” 

“« Sevenyteen.”’ 

“‘ Seventeen, you mean to say?” 


ce Yes.’ 
Kuzma Vasilievitch surveyed his fantastic com- 
panion with an attentive gaze.—“ What a little 
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beauty you are!” —said he, impressively.— “Won- 
derful! simply wonderful! What hair! What 
eyes! And eyebrows, what eyebrows!.... 
Phew!” 

Again the Humming-bird laughed, and again 
she rolled about her magnificent eyes. 

“Yes; I am a beauty! Sit down, and I will 
sit down . . . . beside you.” 

“ Certainly, certainly. . . But, say what you 
will, how can you be a sister to Emilia? You 
do not resemble her in the least.” 

“No. .. I’m her sister . . . . coujin. Here 
.» take this... vlowér. Nice vlowér. It 
smells good.’”—She took from her girdle a spray 
of lilac, sniffed at it, bit off a petal, and gave him 
the whole spray.—‘‘ Would you like some pre- 
serves? Good... . from Constantinople... . 
sherbet.” —The Humming-bird took from a small 
chest of drawers a gilded jar wrapped in a bit 
of scarlet silken material with steel spangles, a 
silver spoon, a small faceted crystal carafe of 
water, and a small glass of the same sort.— 
“Taste the sherbet, sir; it is very fine. I will 
sing to you. .. Shall I?”—She took up her 
guitar. 

“And do you sing?”—asked Kuzma Vasilie- 
vitch, as he put in his mouth a spoonful of really 
superb sherbet. 

“Qh, yes!”—She threw back her hair, bent 
her head on one side, and struck a few chords, 
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gazing diligently at the tips of her fingers and 
at the neck of the guitar. . . . Then suddenly 
she began to sing in a hoarse and agreeable, but 
guttural and, to the ear of Kuzma Vasilievitch, 
somewhat wild voice, which was disproportion- 
ately strong for her size. “ Akh, thou, my kit- 
ten!” he thought. She sang a mournful ditty, 
not in the least Russian in style, and in a lan- 
guage totally unknown to Kuzma Vasilievitch. 
According to his assertion, the sounds: “kxa, 
gxa,” recurred incessantly in the song, and to- 
ward the end she repeated in a drawl: “ sin- 
tamar,” or “sintzimar,” or something in that 
style, propped her head on her hand, sighed, and 
dropped the guitar on her knees.—“ Good?” — 


she asked.—“ Do you want more?” 
“With great pleasure,’—replied Kuzma Va- 
silievitch.—‘“‘ Only, why is your face always mel- 


ancholy, as it were? You ought to try the sher- 
bet.” 

“No... . do it yourself. And I ’ll sing 
more. . . . This will be more merry.”’—She sang 
a second ditty, in the nature of a dance-song, in 
the same incomprehensible language. Again did 
Kuzma Vasilievitch hear the same guttural 
sounds as before. Her swarthy little fingers 
fairly flew over the strings, “ like little spiders.” 
And this time she wound up by uttering a dash- 
ing shout: “ Haida!” or “ Hassa!” and thumped 
the table with her fist, her eyes flashing the while. 
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XVI 


KuzMA VASILIEVITCH sat as though dazed. His 
head was reeling. All this was so unexpected. 
; . Yes, and that perfume, that singing... . 
candles by daylight .. . . sherbet flavoured with 
vanilla. . . . And there was the Humming-bird 
moving nearer and nearer to him, her hair was 
glittering and rustling, and heat was blazing 
from her, and that mournful face. . . . “ A wa- 
ter-nymph!” thought Kuzma Vasilievitch. Some- 
how, he felt uncomfortable. 

“My little darling,’—said he,—“ confess that 
you took it into your head to's summon me to you 
to-day?” 

“You are youthful, seal Bate . 1 like 
that sort.” 

“ Ah, you don’t say so! But what will Emilia 
say? She wrote me a letter: she will be here di- 
rectly.” 

“Don’t you tell to her . . . . anyzing! Hor- 
rors! She ll kill you! ” 

Kuzma Vasilievitch burst out laughing. 

“Ts she really so wicked?” 

The Humming-bird nodded her head gravely 
several times. 

“And not to Madame Fritsche either. Ni! ni! 
ni! ””—She tapped herself gently on the brow.— 
“ Dost thou understand, Mr. Officer?” 
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Kuzma Vasilievitch frowned. 

“ That means, it is a secret?” 

mek ESOS hin WeSE: 

“Well, all right. . . . I won’t let drop the 
smallest word. Only, in return, thou must kiss 
me. 

No, later? )...« .s') wheh! thou -art.,.going 
away.” 

“That ’s a pretty idea!”—Kuzma Vasilie- 
vitch attempted to bend over her, but she slowly 
drew back and straightened up, like an adder 
which is trodden upon in the grass of the forest. 
Kuzma Vasilievitch stared at her.—‘‘ What a 
creature thou art!” he uttered at last:—“ how 
malicious! Well, I want nothing to do with 
thee!” 

The Humming-bird reflected, and turned to- 
ward the lieutenant. . . . Suddenly, three dull, 
measured blows resounded somewhere in the 
house. The Humming-bird laughed, almost 
snorted. 

“'To-day—no, to-morrow—yes. Come to-mor- 
row.” 

* At what hour? ” 


“ At seven .. . in the evening.” 
“And what am I to do about Emilia? ” 
* Emilia . . . . no; she will not be here.” 


“ Dost thou think so? Well, very good. Only, 
to-morrow thou wilt tell me... .” 
“Vat?” (Every time the Humming-bird 
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asked a question, her face assumed an infantile 
expression. ) 

“ Why thou hast hidden thyself from me for so 
long.” : 

“Yes .... yes; to-morrow everything will 
be, the end will be.” 

“ See here, I ‘Il bring thee a gift. . . .” 

“No. . . I don’t want it.” 

“Why not? I perceive that thou art fond of 
decking thyself.” 

den’ t want it. Chis *.:..ithis.< this 277 
and she pointed at her gown, her rings, her brace- 
lets, at everything which surrounded her... . 
“all this is mine. Nota gift. I don’t take.” 

“ As thou wilt! And must I go now?” 

“ Oh, yes!” 

Kuzma Vasilievitch rose. The Humming- 
bird rose also. 

“Farewell, thou toy! And when am I to have 
that kiss?” 

The Humming-bird suddenly gave a light 
leap, and nimbly throwing both arms round 
the young leutenant’s neck, she did not kiss, 
but, as it were, pecked him on the lips. He 
attempted to kiss her in his turn, but she in- 
stantly sprang away, and stood behind the little 
couch. 

“ So it is for fo MOOR: at seven o’clock? ” — 
he said, not without confusion. 

She nodded her head at him, and, taking a long 
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lock of her hair between the tips of two fingers, 
she bit it with her sharp little teeth. 

- Kuzmdé Vasilievitch kissed his hand to her, left 
the room, and drew the door to behind him. He 
heard the Humming-bird immediately run to it. 
. . . The key clicked sharply in the lock. 


XVII 


THERE was no one in Madame Fritsche’s draw- 
ing-room. Kuzma Vasilievitch immediately 
wended his way to the anteroom. He did not wish 
to encounter Emilia. The mistress of the house 
met him on the front steps. 

“ Ah! you are going, Mr. Lieutenant,” —she 
said, with the same hypocritical and malicious 
grimace as before... . “ Won’t you wait for 
Emilia?” 

Kuzma Vasilievitch put on his cap. 

“TI must inform you, madam, that I can wait 
no longer. And perhaps I shall not come to- 
morrow, either. Pray tell her so.” 

“Very well, I Il tell her. But surely, you have 
not grown bored, lieutenant? ”’ 

“No, ma’am; I ’ve not grown bored.” 

“ Just so. I beg your pardon.” 

“ Good-bye, ma’am.” 

Kuzma Vasilievitch went home, and stretching 
himself out on his bed, he plunged into medita- 
tion. He was inexpressibly astonished. “‘ What 
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sort of a mystery is this!” he exclaimed more 
than once. And why had Emilia written to him? 
She had appointed a rendezvous, and then had 
not come? ... He found her note, turned it 
about in his hands, smelled of it: it reeked of 
tobacco, and in one place he noticed a correction! 
it read, “I have wept,” with the feminine termi- 
nation, but it had first had the masculine termina- 
tion. But what deduction could be drawn from 
that? And could it be possible that the mistress 
of the house knew nothing? And she .... Who 
was she? Yes, who was she. He could not get 
the bewitching Humming-bird, that “ toy,” that 
“little figure,’ out of his head, and with impa- 
tience he waited for the evening of the morrow, 
although, in secret, he almost feared that same 
“toy” and “ little figure.”’ 


XVIII 


Ow the following day, Kuzma Vasilievitch went 
to the shops in the bazaar before dinner, and, 
after assiduous bargaining, purchased a tiny gold 
cross on a narrow velvet ribbon. “ Although she 
declares,” he meditated, “that she requires no 
gift, we know perfectly well how much such 
words mean; and, anyhow, if she really has so 
disinterested a nature, Emilia will not disdain 
it.’ Thus meditated the Don Juan of Niko- 
ld4eff, and that without even so much as sus- 
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pecting what the real Don Juan was like, and 
how he lingers in the popular memory. At six 
o'clock in the evening, Kuzma Vasflievitch shaved 
himself with care, and sending for a barber of 
his acquaintance, ordered him to pomade and 
curl well his crest of hair, which command the 
latter executed with particular zeal, using the 
government writing-paper for curl-papers, with 
no sparing hand; then Kuzma _ Vasilievitch 
donned a brand-new uniform, took in his right 
hand a pair of new wash-leather gloves, and after 
spraying himself with lavender-water he left the 
house. On this occasion, Kuzma Vasilievitch 
took a great deal more trouble over his personal 
appearance than when he had gone to appoint- 
ments with the “ Zuckerpiippchen,” not because 
the Humming-bird pleased him more than did 
Emilia, but because there was something mys- 
terious about the “toy,” something which invol- 
untarily aroused even what indolent imagination 
the young lieutenant possessed. 


XIX 


MapaMeE FRritscHeE received him as on the pre- 

ceding day, and, as though in pursuance of a con- 

certed agreement with him as to a conventional 

falsehood, again announced to him that Emilia 

had absented herself for a short time, and begged 

that he would wait. Kuzma Vasilievitch bent his 
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head, in token of assent, and seated himself on a 
chair. Again Madame Fritsche smiled, that is to 
say, she displayed her yellow teeth, and withdrew, 
without offering him any chocolate. 

Kuzma Vasilievitch immediately riveted his 
gaze on the mysterious door. It remained closed. 
He coughed loudly a couple of times, as though 
to give a sign of his presence. . . . The door did 
not stir. He held his breath, he listened... . 
Not the slightest sound or rustle could he hear; 
it was as though everything round about had died. 
Kuzma Vasilievitch rose, approached the door on 
tiptoe,—and after having fumbled about it, in 
vain, with his fingers, he pressed his knee against 
it... to no effect. Then he bent down, and 
enunciated twice, in a forcible whisper. “ Hum- 
ming-bird, Humming-bird .. . Toy!”—No one 
replied. Kuzma Vasilievitch drew himself up, 
adjusted his uniform—and, after standing for a 
while on one spot, he walked to the window with 
firmer footsteps, and began to drum on the panes. 
He was beginning to feel vexed, indignant; the 
honour of an officer was beginning to speak up 
within him. “ What nonsense!” he thought at 
last,—“ for whom do they take me? If this is 
the way they treat me, why, I ’ll hammer with 
my fists! She ‘ll be forced to answer! The old 
woman will hear. ... Well, what of that? 
I ’m not to blame!” He wheeled briskly round 
on his heels. . . ‘The door stood half open. 
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XX 


KuzMA VASILIEviITcH instantly, and again on 
tiptoe, darted into the hidden chamber. On the 
divan, in a white gown, with a broad scarlet 
girdle, lay the Humming-bird, and covering the 
lower part of her face with a handkerchief, she 
was laughing noiselessly, but heartily. This time 
she had fastened up her hair; she had plaited it in 
two long, thick braids, and intertwined it with 
scarlet ribbons; the slippers she had worn on the 
preceding day, still adorned her tiny, crossed 
feet; but those feet were bare: to look at them, 
one might have thought that she had donned dark 
silken stockings. The divan stood in a different 
position from that of the day before; and on the 
table, upon a Chinese tray, was visible a pot- 
bellied, gay-coloured coffee-pot, beside a faceted 
sugar-bowl, and two small, sky-blue porcelain 
cups. There, also, lay the guitar, and a thin 
stream of dark-blue smoke curled upward from 
the top of a big, aromatic pastille. 

Kuzma Vasilievitch stepped up to the divan, 
and bent toward the Humming-bird; but before 
he could utter a word, she stretched out her hand, 
and without ceasing to laugh into her handker- 
chief, she plunged her tiny, hard fingers into his 
hair, and instantaneously rumpled up his well- 
arranged top-knot.—“ What ’s the meaning of 
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this now? ”’—exclaimed Kuzma Vasilievitch, not 
too well pleased with such unceremonious treat- 
ment.—‘‘ Akh, thou mischievous monkey! ” 

The Humming-bird removed the handkerchief 
from her face. 

“Tt was n’t nice so; it ’s better thus.’”’—She 
moved off to one end of the divan and tucked up 
her feet.—“‘ Sit down . . . there.” 

Kuzma Vasilievitch sat down where she bade 
him. 

“But why dost thou go to a distance?” —he 
said, after a brief silence.—“ Art thou afraid of 
me?” 

The Humming-bird rolled herself up in a ball, 
and darted a sidelong glance at him. 

‘ein notdfraid.: .hsNo- 

“Thou must not be shy with me,’”—continued 


Kuzma Vasilievitch, in a hortatory tone.—“ Of 


course, thou rememberest thy promise of yester- 
day, to kiss me?” 

The Humming-bird clasped her knees with 
both arms, laid her head on them, and darted an- 
other glance at him. 

“I remember.” 

“ Exactly so. And thou must keep thy word.” 

eV.es sis ts AL ash 

“In that case... .” began Kuzma Vasilie- 
vitch, and was on the point of moving toward 
her. 

The Humming-bird freed her braids, which she 
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had clasped along with her knees, and with one of 
them smote him on the arm. 

“More quiet, sir.” 

Kuzma Vasilievitch was disconcerted. 

“What eyes she has, the rogue,’—he mut- 
tered, as though to himself.—“‘ But,” —he added, 
raising his voice, “in that case . . . why didst 
thou invite me?” 

The Humming-bird stretched out her neck, 
like a bird. . . . She was listening. Kuzma Va- 
silievitch became greatly agitated. 

“ Emilia?”’—he articulated, interrogatively. 

a0."2 

“Some one else? ” 

The Humming-bird shrugged her shoulders. 

“ But dost thou hear anything?” 

“ Nothing.” — The Humming-bird threw back 
(and this with a bird-like movement) her small, 
hawk-like head, with its beautiful parting, and 
short whorls of curly tendrils at the nape, where 
the plaits began, and again curled herself up in 
a ball.—“ Nothing.” 

“Nothing! Then now I’m... .” Kuzma 
Vasilievitch reached toward the Humming-bird, 
but instantly drew back his hand. A drop of 
blood made its appearance on his finger.—“* What 
folly is this!”—he cried, shaking his finger.— 
“ This is the result of your everlasting pins! But, 
devil take it, what sort of a pin is that,”’—he 
added, glancing at the long, golden hair-pin 
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which the Humming-bird was slowly thrusting 
into her girdle.—“ That ’s a whole dagger, that ’s 
a sting. . . Yes, yes, that ’s thy sting, and thou 
art a wasp, that ’s what thou art, a wasp, dost 
understand? ”’ 

The Humming-bird was, apparently, greatly 
delighted by Kuzma Vasilievitch’s comparison. 
She burst into shrill laughter, and several times 
repeated: 

iy Yess sting .r<Jaiflstings 

Kuzma Vasilievitch looked at her, and thought: 
‘“ See there, now, she ’s laughing, but her face is 
mournful, 2.05" 

“See here, what I ’Il show thee,’—he said 
aloud. 

Vai 

“Why dost thou say ‘vat’?* Art thou a 
Pale?.” 

“Naw.” 

“There you go now with ‘naw’!? Well, never 
mind!”’— Kuzma Vasilievitch drew forth his lit- 
tle offering, and dangled it in the air.—“ Just 
look here. . . . A pretty little thing? ”’ 

The Humming-bird cast an indifferent glance 
at it. 

“Ah! A cross! We don’t wear.” 

“What? You don’t wear a cross? Why, art 
thou a Jewess, pray? ” 


> 


1In Russian: tchto. She pronounces it: ézo. —TRansLaTor. 
2 In Russian: nyét. She pronounces it: ni, —'TRANSLATOR. 
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“We don’t wear,’—repeated the Humming- 
bird, and, suddenly starting up, she cast a look 
over her shoulder.—“ Would you like? I will 
sing ... .” she asked hastily. 

Kuzma Vasilievitch thrust the cross into the 
pocket of his uniform, and cast a glance behind 
him also. It seemed to him that he heard a faint 
crackling behind the wall. . . 

“What ’s that?”—he muttered. 

“A mouse ... a mouse,’—said the Hum- 
ming-bird, hastily, and suddenly, quite unex- 
pectedly to Kuzma Vasilievitch, she encircled his 
head with her supple, smooth arms, and a swift 
kiss burned his cheek . . . as though a hot coal 
had been applied to it. 

He clasped the Humming-bird in his embrace, 
but she slipped out like a snake—her body was 
not much bigger than that of a snake—and 
sprang to her feet. 

“Wait,’—she whispered,—“ we must drink 
coffee first... .” 

“Enough! Who cares for coffee! That will 
do later.” 

“No, now. Now it is hot, later it is cold.” — 
She seized the coffee-pot by the handle, and rais- 
ing it on high, began to fill both cups. The 
coffee fell in a slender, as it were, twisted stream; 
the Humming-bird laid her head on her shoulder 
and watched it flow.—‘“ There now, put in sugar 
bey mudrinks. 2) sande willl’ 
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Kuzma Vasilievitch tossed a bit of sugar into 
his cup, and drained it at a gulp. The coffee 
seemed to him very strong and bitter. The Hum- 
ming-bird gazed at him with a smile, and with 
slightly inflated nostrils, over the edge of her cup. 
She slowly set it down on the table. 

“Why dost not thou drink? ”—asked Kuzma 
Vasilievitch. 

“Twill... gradually . .. .” she replied. 

Kuzma Vasilievitch became ardent. 

“Come, sit here beside me!” 

“ Directly.” — She bent her head, and still with- 
- out taking her eyes from Kuzma Vasilievitch, 
grasped her guitar.—“ Only, first I will sing.” 

“Yes, yes; only sit here.” 

“ And I will dance. Dost thou wish?” 

“Dost thou dance? Well, I ’d like to see that. 
But canst not thou do that later?” ; 

“No; now. . . . And I love thee very much.” 

“'Thou lovest me? Look out . . . however, 
dance away, thou strange creature!” 


XXI 


Tue Humming-bird stood on the further side of 

the table, and, after running her fingers over the 

strings of her guitar a few times, she struck up, 

—to the amazement of Kuzma Vasilievitch, who 

was expecting a merry, lively air,—she struck up 

a slow, monotonous recitative, accompanying 
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every separate sound, which seemed to be forced 
out with an effort, by a measured swaying of the 
whole body, to right and left. She did not smile, 
and she even contracted her brows, her high, 
arched, slender brows, between which stood forth 
sharply a blue mark, resembling an oriental let- 
ter, probably etched in with powder. She almost 
closed her eyes, but the pupils gleamed dimly 
from beneath the drooping lashes, and, as before, 
were riveted persistently on Kuzma Vasilievitch. 
And he, also, could not wrest his gaze from those 
marvellous, menacing eyes, from that swarthy, 
gradually flushing face, from the half-opened 
and motionless lips, from the two black serpents, 
which swayed in measured rhythm on each side 
of the well-shaped head. The Humming-bird 
continued to rock to and fro, without moving 
from her place, and only her feet were brought 
into motion: she moved them slightly, raising 
now a toe, now a heel. Once, ali of a sudden, she 
wheeled swiftly round, and emitted a piercing cry, 
brandishing her guitar high in the air. ... Then 
she began her former monotonous dance, accom- 
panying it with the same monotonous chanting. 
In the meantime, Kuzma Vasilievitch sat very 
quietly on the divan, and continued to stare at 
the Humming-bird. He felt a strange, unusual 
sensation within him. He felt very light and 
free, even too light; it was as though he did not 
feel his body, as though he were dancing; but, 
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at the same time, thrills were creeping over him, 
a sort of agreeable helplessness was diffused 
through his legs, and dreaminess tickled his eye- 
lids and his lips. He no longer wished for any- 
thing, he no longer thought of anything, but he 
merely felt very much at his ease, as though some 
one were lulling him to sleep, “singing him a 
lullaby,” as Emilia had expressed it, and he whis- 
pered to himself: “The toy!” At times, the 


face of the “toy” clouded over. . . . “ Why is 
that?” Kuzma Vasilievitch asked himself. ‘“ ’T is 
from the pastille,”—he reassured himself... . “ It 


makes that sort of blue smoke.” And again some 
one lulled him, and even narrated something nice 
in his ear. . . Only, for some reason or other, 
the sentences were never finished. But now, all 
at once, in the face of “ the toy,” the eyes opened, 
huge, of unprecedented size, regular bridge- 
arches. . . The guitar fell, and striking the floor, 
jingled somewhere far away in fairy-land. .. . 
Some very near and intimate friend of Kuzma 
Vasilievitch’s tenderly and closely embraced him 
from behind, and adjusted his neckerchief. 
Kuzma Vasilievitch saw right before his very 
face, the hooked nose, thick moustache and pierc- 
ing eyes of the stranger with the three-buttoned 
cuff ... and, although the eyes were in the 
place of the moustache, and the moustache was 
in the place of the eyes, and the nose itself was 
upside down, still, Kuzma Vasilievitch was not 
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in the least surprised, but, on the contrary, 
thought that that was the way it ought to be; he 
was even preparing to say, “how are you, 
brother Grigory,” to that face, but changed his 
intention, and preferred . . . . preferred to set 
out immediately with the Humming-bird for 
Constantinople, for their approaching marriage, 
as she was a Turk, and the emperor had promoted 
him to be a real Turk. 


XXII 


By the way, there was a boat in front of him; 
he set his foot in it, and, although, through his 
awkwardness, he stumbled, and hurt himself 
rather badly, so that, for some time, he did not 
know where he was, still, he recovered himself, 
and seating himself in the boat, he floated off on 
that great stream, which, in the form of the River 
of Time, flows on the map on the wall of the 
Nikolaeff gymnasium, in Constantinople. With 
great pleasure did he glide along that river and 
observe a multitude of red grebes which kept 
incessantly coming to meet him; but they would 
not let him approach, and, diving, turned into 
round, rosy spots. And the Humming-bird was 
floating with him; but, in order to protect herself 
from the sultry heat, she had placed herself under 
the boat, and knocked on the bottom, from time 
to time. . . . Here, at last, was Constantinople. 
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The houses were in the shape of Tyrolean hats, 
as it is proper that houses should be; and the 
Turks have such large, stately faces; only, it is 
not well to look too long at them: they begin to 
writhe and make grimaces, and after that, they 
go all to pieces, like melted snow. And here is 
the palace, in which he is to dwell with the Hum- 
ming-bird. . . . And everything in it is so capi- 
tally arranged! The walls embroidered with the 
general’s pattern, epaulets everywhere, men 
blowing trumpets in the corners, and one can 
float into the drawing-room in the boat. Well, 
of course, there ’s a portrait of Mahomet... . 
Only, the Humming-bird always runs on ahead 
through the rooms, and her braids of hair trail 
after her on the floor, and she positively will not 
turn round, and she grows smaller and smaller. 
.... And it is no longer the Humming-bird, 
but a little boy in a round jacket, and he is the 
child’s tutor, and he must crawl after that boy 
into the sewer-pipe, and the pipe gets tighter and 
tighter, all the time, and now it is impossible for 
him to move any more... either forward or 
backward, and it is impossible to breathe, and 
something has crashed down on his back... 
and there is earth in his mouth. . . . 
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XXII 


KuzmMA VasiLievitcH opens his eyes. All 
around it is light, quiet . . . . there is an odour 
of vinegar, of mint. Over him, and at his sides, 
is something white; he looks more closely: it is 
the canopy of a bed. He tries to raise his head 

. and cannot; his hand .. . . he cannot do 
that, either. What does it mean? He drops his 
eyes. . . . There is a long body stretched out in 
front of him, and over that body there is a woollen 
coverlet, yellow, with a light-brown border. The 
body appears to belong to him, Kuzma Vasilie- 
vitch. He tries to cry out... . no sound results. 
He tries again, he exerts all his strength... A 
quavering moan resounds, and trembles beneath 
his nose. Heavy footsteps become audible, a 
sinewy hand draws aside the bed-curtains. A 
grey-haired invalid-soldier, in a patched military 
cloak, stands in front of him, and gazes at him. 
.... And he stares at the old soldier. A large 
pewter jug is put to Kuzma Vasilievitch’s lips. 
Kuzma Vasilievitch eagerly quaffs the cold wa- 
ter. His tongue is limbered.—‘“ Where am I?” 
—The old soldier takes another survey of him, 
goes off, and returns with another man, in a dark 
uniform.—“ Where am I?”—repeats Kuzma 
Vasilievitch.—“ Well, now he will live,’—says 
the man in uniform.—“ You are in the hospital,” 
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—he adds aloud,—‘“ but please rest in quiet. It 
is injurious for you to talk.” Kuzma Vasilie- 
vitch is on the point of feeling surprised, but 
again falls into unconsciousness. . . . 

On the following morning the doctor made his 
appearance. Kuzma Vasilievitch had come to 
himself. The doctor congratulated him on his 
recovery, and gave orders that his head should be 
bandaged. 

“What? My head? Why, havel... .” 

“You must not talk, you must not worry,” — 
interrupted the doctor.—“‘ And now lhe quietly, 
and return thanks to the Almighty Creator. 
Where are the compresses, Poplyévkin?” 


“But where is the money . . . the govern- 
Ment vce: 
“Come! he has begun to rave again. . . More 


ice, Poplyévkin! ” 


XXIV 


ANOTHER week passed. Kuzma Vasflievitch had 
improved to such a degree that the doctors found 
it possible to impart to him what had happened 
to him. This is what he learned. 

On the sixteenth of June, at seven o’clock in 
the evening, he had visited Madame Fritsche’s 
house for the last time; and on the seventeenth of 
June, about dinner-time, that is to say, nearly 
twenty-four hours later, a shepherd had found 
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him in the ravine, near the great Khersén high- 
way, two versts from Nikoldeff, with a broken 
head, and crimson splotches on his neck. His 
uniform and waistcoat were unbuttoned, all his 
pockets were turned inside out, his cap and dirk 
were missing, so also was his leather belt with the 
money. Judging from the trampled grass, from 
the broad trail on the sand and clay, it was pos- 
sible to draw the deduction that the unlucky lieu- 
tenant had been dragged to the bottom of the ra- 
vine, and only there had he been dealt that blow 
on the head, not with an axe, but with a sword,— 
probably with his own dirk. Along the entire 
trail, beginning at the highway, not a drop of 
blood was observable, but around his head stood 
a perfect pool. There was no doubt of the fact 
that his murderers had first drugged him, then 
tried to strangle him, and, carrying him by night 
out of the town, had dragged him to the ravine, 
and there had dealt him the final blow. Kuzma 
Vasilievitch had not died, thanks solely to his 
truly iron constitution. 

He had come to his senses on the twenty-second 
of July, that is to say, five whole weeks afterward. 


XXV 


KuzmMA VASILIEVITCH immediately reported to 

his superior authorities the misfortune which had 

overtaken him, set forth all the circumstances 
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of the affair verbally, and on paper, and com- 
municated the address of Madame Fritsche. The 
police rushed to the house indicated, but found 
no one in it; the birds had already abandoned the 
nest. They seized the owner of the house; but 
got very little satisfaction from that owner, a 
very aged and deaf petty burgher. He himself 
resided in another ward, and knew only one thing. 
Four months previously, he had rented his house 
to a Jewess with a passport, in the name of 
Schmul or Schmulke, which he had immediately 
recorded at the police-station.—“ Another Jew- 
ess joined her,”—so he deposed,—and she also 
had a passport,—but what handicraft they exer- 
cised he did not know; and whether they had other 
lodgers was also a point on which he had heard 
nothing and knew nothing; but the young fellow 
who had lived in that house, in the capacity of 
yard-porter or watchman, had gone either to 
Odest or to Peter;* and the new porter had en- 
tered on his duties recently, on the first of July. 
— Inquiries were made in the police-office and in 
the neighbourhood. It appeared that Schmulke 
and her companion, whose real name was Fred- 
erika Bengel, had left Nikolaeff about the twen- 
tieth of June, but whither they went, no one 
knew. No one had seen the mysterious man with 
the gipsy face, and three buttons on his cuff, or 
1Common abbreviations of Odessa and 
St. Petersburg. — TRansLarTor. 
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the dark-visaged young girl of foreign extrac- 
tion, with the huge braids of hair. Kuzma Vasi- 
lievitch himself paid a visit to the house which 
had proved so fatal for him, as soon as he was dis- 
charged from the hospital. In the tiny chamber, 
where he had chatted with the Humming-bird, 
and which was still redolent of musk, another 
door was found, also concealed; during his second 
visit, the divan had been moved against it, and 
through it, in all probability, the murderer had 
entered, and grasped him from behind. Kuzma 
Vasilievitch entered a complaint, in proper form. 
The investigation began. Several numbered re- 
ports and writs flew in divers directions; in due 
time, seizure-papers and search-warrants fol- 
lowed . .. . but there the matter ended. The 
suspected persons had disappeared without leav- 
ing a trace,—and with them had disappeared the 
stolen government money, nineteen hundred and 
seventy rubles, and some kopéks, in bank-bills and 
gold. A sum far from insignificant in those 
days. Kuzma Vasilievitch was ten whole years 
in repaying it, before he was admitted to the 
benefit of a most gracious imperial manifesto. 


XXXVI 


In the early days, he himself was firmly con- 
vinced that Emilia, his crafty “Zuckerptippchen,” 
was responsible for the whole calamity; was the 
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head of the conspiracy. He recalled how, on the 
very day of his last tryst with her, he had in- 
cautiously taken a nap on the divan, how, on 
waking, he had beheld her by his side, on her 
knees, and how disconcerted she had been, and 
how, in conclusion, on that very evening, he had 
discovered the slit in his belt, a slit which had, 
obviously, been made with her scissors.—‘“‘ She 
saw,’—thought Kuzma Vasilievitch; “she told 
the old devil and the two other devils, she decoyed 


me, by writing that letter to me . . . and they 
did me up. But who could have expected that 
from her!” He evoked before his mental vision 
the pretty, amiable face of Emilia, her bright 
little eyes. . . “ Women! women!” he kept re- 
iterating, as he gnashed his teeth. “ Spawn of 
crocodiles!” But when he had definitively re- 


moved from the hospital to his own house, he 
learned one particular, which astounded and 
dumfounded him. On the very day when he was 
brought, half-dead, back to the town, a young 
girl, by all the tokens as like Emilia as one drop 
of water is like another, had rushed to his lodg- 
ings, all in tears, with dishevelled hair, and, after 
inquiring about him from his orderly, had flown 
to the hospital, like a madwoman. At the hospi- 
tal, they told her that Kuzma Vasfilievitch must 
inevitably die, and she had immediately departed, 
wringing her hands, with an expression of despair 
on her face. It was plain that she had not fore- 
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seen, had not expected, murder. Or, perhaps, 
they had deceived her—had not given her her 
promised share? Repentance had suddenly taken 
possession of her. Nevertheless, she had after- 
ward quitted Nikolaeff, in company with that 
repulsive old woman, who, most assuredly, knew 
everything. . . . Kuzma Vasilievitch lost him- 
self in conjectures, and thoroughly wore out his 
orderly, by making him incessantly describe 
afresh the personal appearance of the young girl 
who had run to his lodgings, and repeat her 
words. 


XXVIT 


A WHOLE year and a half later, Kuzma Vasilie- 
vitch received from Kmilia— alias Frederika Ben- 
gel—a letter in the German language, which he 
immediately caused to be translated, and after- 
ward repeatedly exhibited to us. It was varie- 
gated with orthographical errors and exclama- 
tion-points. On the envelope was the postmark: 
“ Breslau.” The following is as faithful a trans- 
tion of this letter as it is possible to make: 


** My dear, unforgettable and incomparable Florestan ! 
Mr. Ivieutenant Ergenhoff! How many times I have 
felt impelled to write to you! And always, to my regret, 
I have deferred it, although the thought, that you 
might regard me as an accomplice in that frightful 
crime, had always been for me a most murderous 
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thought! Oh, my dear Mr. Lieutenant! Believe me, 
the day on which I learned, that you were alive and 
well, was the happiest day of my life! But I have no 
intention of wholly justifying myself! I will not lie! 
I really was the first one to discover your habit of carry- 
ing money on your stomach! (however, in our country, 
all butchers and traders do the same!) And I had the 
imprudence to say a little about it. I even said, in jest, 
that it would be a good thing to take a little of that 
money from you! But the old villain (Mr. Florestan, 
she was not my aunt) entered into a conspiracy with that 
godless monster Luigi, and his accomplice! I swear to 
you, by the grave of my mother, that to this day I do 
not know who those people were! All I do know is, that 
his name was Luigi, and that both of them came 
from Bucharest, and were, of a surety, great criminals, 
and were in hiding from the police, and had money and 
valuable things! Luigi was a frightful fellow (em 
schrockliches Subject) to kill a fellow-man (einem Mit- 
menschen) who was nothing to him! He talked all lan- 
guages,—and it was he who brought back the things 
from our cook that time! Don’t ask how! He could do 
everything, everything, he was a frightful man! He 
assured the old woman, that he would only drug you a 
little, and then would lead you out and abandon you, 
and would say, that he knew nothing about it, and that 
you yourself were to blame . ... you had tasted too 
much liquor somewhere or other! But the villain even 
then had in mind, that it would be better to kill you 
outright, in order that not even a single cock might crow 
about it! He wrote you that letter in my name, and the 
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old woman got rid of me by cunning. I suspected no- 
thing, and I was terribly afraid of Luigi. He said to 
me: “I 7ll cut thy throat, I *Il cut it as I would a 
chicken’s!” And how horribly he twitched his moustache 
at these words! Besides, they led me off to a certain 
company. ...I’m very much ashamed, Mr. Lieu- 
tenant! And even now, I shed bitter tears at these 
thoughts! .... It seems to me.... akh! I was 
not born for such occupations! . . . . But it cannot be 
helped; and that’s the way it all came about! Then 
I was dreadfully scared, and had to go away, willy-nilly, 
because if the police had discovered us, what would have 
become of me then? That damned Luigi immediately 
absconded, as soon as he found out that you were still 
alive. But I speedily parted from all of them, and al- 
though I now am frequently without a morsel of bread, 
yet my soul is at peace! Perhaps you will ask me, why 
I came to Nikolaeff? But I cannot answer anything! I 
have taken an oath! I end with a request which is very, 
very important for me: please, when you think of your 
little friend Emilia, don’t think of her as a black crimi- 
nal! The eternal God sees my heart. I have a bad 
morality (Ich habe eine schlechte Moralitét), and I am 
giddy, but I am not a criminal. And I shall always love 
you, and remember my incomparable Florestan, and I 
shall always wish you everything that is good on the 
earthly globe (auf diesem Erdenrund)! I do not know 
whether my letter will reach you, but if it does, write me 
a few lines, that I may see that you have received my 
letter! Thereby you will make happy your unchange- 


ably devoted Emilia. & & o bf 2. 
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“P.S. Write to me under the letters F. E., poste re- 
stante, in Breslau, in Silesia. 

“ P.P.S. I have written to you in German; I could not 
otherwise have expressed my feelings; but do you write 
to me in Russian.” 


XXVIII 


“ WELL, and what did you do? Did you answer 
her? ”—we were wont to ask Kuzma Vasilievitch. 

“T set out to, many a time. I set outto. But 
how was I to do it?’ I don’t know German, and 
in Russian . . . . Who would have translated it 
to her? So I did n’t write.” 

And every time, on finishing his story, Kuzma 
Vasilievitch heaved a sigh, shook his head, and 
said: “'That’s what it is to be young!” And if 
among his hearers there chanced to be a novice, 
who was making acquaintance for the first time 
with his remarkable tale, he took his hand, laid 
it on his skull, and made him feel the scar of the 
wound. . . . The wound really had been terrible, 
and the scar extended from ear to ear. 
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= ES, yes,’—began Pidétr Gavrilovitch,— 

“those were distressing days .... and I 
would rather not recall them to my memory. . . . 
But I have made you a promise, so I must relate 
all. Listen.” 


I 


I was living at the time (the winter of 1835), 
in Moscow, with my aunt, the sister of my de- 
ceased mother. I was eighteen years of age, 
and I had only just been promoted from the sec- 
ond to the third course of the “ belles-lettres ” 
faculty (that was what it was called in those 
days), in the Moscow University. My aunt was 
a quiet, gentle woman, a widow. She occupied 
a large wooden house on Ostozhonka Street, 
warm, extremely warm,—such as, I think, is no- 
where to be found outside of Moscow,—and saw 
almost no one, sat from morning until night in 
the drawing-room with two companions, sipped 
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flower-tea,’ laid out patience, and kept inces- 
santly giving orders that the room should be fu- 
migated. The companions would fly into the 
anteroom; a few minutes later, an old man-ser- 
vant, in a livery coat, would bring in a brass basin, 
with a bunch of mint on a hot brick, and tread- 
ing cautiously along the narrow carpet-walks, 
sprinkle the mint with vinegar. White steam 
surged around his wrinkled face, he frowned and 
turned his head away, and the canary-birds in the 
dining-room fairly cracked their throats with 
singing, excited by the hissing of the fumigation. 

My aunt was very fond of me, and petted me, 
orphaned of both father and mother. She gave 
over the entresol to my sole use. My rooms were 
very elegantly furnished, not at all in student 
fashion. The bedroom was adorned with rose- 
coloured curtains, and a muslin canopy with blue 
pompons reared itself over the bed. Those pom- 
pons somewhat disconcerted me, I must confess: 
such “ dainties”’ were bound, in my opinion, to 
lower me in the eyes of my comrades. Even with- 
out that, they called me “ the institute girl”: I 
was utterly unable to force myself to smoke to- 
bacco. I was not very studious—why should I 
conceal my offence?—especially at the beginning 
of my course. I went out a great deal. My aunt 
presented me with a roomy sledge, such as gen- 


1 Tea made from the flower-buds and surrounding small leaves at 
the tips of the sprays on the tea-bush most abounding in sap. Con- 
sequently, a very delicate, strong, and expensive tea.— TRANSLATOR. 
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erals use, with a bearskin laprobe, and a pair of 
well-fed Vyatka horses.’ I rarely visited houses 
_of the “ gentry,” but I was thoroughly at home 
at the theatre, and ate a tremendous quantity of 
cakes in the pastry-cooks’ shops. Nevertheless, 
I permitted myself no indecorum, and behaved 
judiciously, “en jeune homme de bonne maison.” 
Nothing could have induced me to pain my kind 
aunt; and, moreover, my blood flowed rather 
quietly in my veins. 


II 


From my early youth I had had a passion for 
chess. I had no comprehension cof the theory, 
but I played far from badly. One day, in a café, 
I chanced to witness a prolonged chess-battle 
between two players, one of whom, a fair-haired 
young man of five-and-twenty, seemed to me a 
very strong player. The game ended in his fa- 
vour. I proposed to him to engage in a contest 
with me. He consented . .. . and in the course 
of an hour, he beat me, jestingly, thrice in suc- 
cession. 

“You have aptitude for the game,”—he said, 
in a courteous voice, having probably observed 
how my self-conceit was suffering,—“ but you 

1 Small, plump, spirited horses, generally yellow or sorrel, de- 


scended from the Livland cobs which Peter the Great sent to Vy4tka. 
— TRANSLATOR. 
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do not know the openings. You must read the 
book of either Allgaier or Petroff.” 

“Do you think so? But where can I get such 
a book?” 

“Come to my house; I will give it to you.” 

He mentioned his name, and told me where he 
lived. On the following day, I went to him; and 
a week later we had become almost inseparable. 


Iil 


THE name of my new acquaintance was Alexan- 
der Davidovitch Fustoff. He lived with his mo- 
ther, a fairly wealthy woman, the widow of a State 
Councillor,* in a small detached house, in complete 
freedom, just as I did at my aunt’s. He was in 
government service in the Ministry of the Impe- 
rial Court. Never before, in my life, had I met 
a more “ sympathetic”? young man. Everything 
about him was pleasing and attractive: his grace- 
ful figure, his walk, his voice, and, in particular, 
his small, delicate face, with its golden-blue eyes, 
its elegant little nose, which seemed to have been 
coquettishly modelled, with the perpetually ami- 
able smile on its red lips, with its fair curls of soft 
hair above the somewhat narrow, but snow-white 
brow. Fstoff’s disposition was characterized by 
its extreme evenness, and a certain agreeable, re- 
served affability; he never was gloomy, he was 


1 A titular rank, in Peter the Great’s Table of Ranks.—TRansLatTor. 
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always pleased with everybody; on the other 
hand, he never went into raptures over anything. 
- All superfluity, even in a good emotion, offended 
him: “ That ’s savage, savage,” he was wont to 
say in such a case, with a slight shrug of his 
shoulders, and a slight narrowing of his golden 
eyes. And those eyes of Fistoff were wonder- 
ful! They constantly expressed sympathy, good- 
will, and even devoted affection. It was not until 
later on that I noticed that the expression of his 
eyes depended solely upon their peculiar shape, 
and that it underwent no change even when he 
was eating soup or lightingacigar. His punctili- 
ousness became a proverb among us. His grand- 
mother had been a German, it is true. Nature 
had endowed him with various talents. He was a 
capital dancer; he rode with foppish elegance, 
and was a superb swimmer; he did carpentry, 
turned, on a lathe, pasted, did bookbinding, cut 
out silhouettes, drew bouquets of flowers in water- 
colors, or Napoleon in profile, in a blue uniform, 
played with feeling on the zither, knew a multi- 
tude of tricks at cards and so on, and had con- 
siderable knowledge of mechanics, physics, and 
chemistry, but all with limitations. Languages 
alone he could not conquer: he expressed himself 
very badly even in French. On the whole, he 
talked little, and in our student discussions he par- 
ticipated chiefly by the vivacious softness of his 
gaze and smile. There was no doubt whatever 
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that Fustoff was liked by the fair sex, but he was 
not fond of dilating on that very important topic 
for young men; and he thoroughly deserved the 
nickname which his comrades had bestowed upon 
him, “ the modest Don Juan.” I did not admire 
Fistoff : there was nothing to admire in him; but 
I prized his good-will, although, as a matter of 
fact, it displayed itself solely herein, that he ad- 
mitted me to his presence at all times. In my 
eyes, Fustoff was the happiest man on earth. 
His life flowed as smoothly as though oiled. His 
mother, brothers, sisters, aunts, uncles, all adored 
him; he dwelt with them on remarkably good 
terms, and enjoyed the reputation of being a 
model relative. 


IV 


OnE day I ran in to see him rather early, and did 
not find him in his study. He called to me from 
the adjoining room. Sounds of snorting and 
splashing were borne thence to my ears. Every 
morning Fistoff douched himself with cold wa- 
ter, and for a quarter of an hour afterward de- 
voted himself to gymnastic exercises, in which he 
had attained to noteworthy proficiency. He did 
not tolerate superfluous anxiety over bodily 
health, but neither did he forget the indispen- 
sable. (‘ Do not forget yourself, do not get ex- 
cited, work in moderation!” was his motto.) Fis- 
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toff had not yet made his appearance when the 
outside door of the room in which I was was 
thrown open, and there entered a man of fifty, in 
a uniform frock-coat, squat, thick-set, with eyes 
of a milky-whitish hue in a reddish-brown face, 
and a regular cap of curly grey hair. This man 
came to a standstill, looked at me, opened his huge 
mouth wide, and burst into a metallic horse-laugh, 
dealt himself a smart slap, with the palm of his 
hand, on his hip, and as he did so, kicked his leg 
high up in front. 

“Tvan Demydanitch?”’—inquired my friend 
from behind the door. 

“The very man,’—responded the newcomer. 
—“ But what are you about? completing your 
toilet? That ’s right! That ’s right!” (The 
voice of the man named Ivan Demyanitch had a 
metallic ring, just as his laugh had.) “TI was all 
wound up to give that little scamp of a brother 
of yours a lesson; but he has caught cold, you 
know, and does nothing but sneeze. He is n’t in 
working order. So I ran in here to you, for a bit, 
to get warmed up.” 

Again Ivan Demyanitch gave vent to that 
strange guffaw, again he slapped himself re- 
soundingly on the thigh, and pulling a checked 
handkerchief from his pocket, he blew his nose 
noisily, rolling his eyes savagely the while; and 
spitting into his handkerchief, he exclaimed at 
the top of his lungs: “ Phe-e-ew! ” 
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Fiustoff entered the room, and giving a hand 
to each of us, asked us whether we were ac- 
quainted with each other. 

“ No, sir!”’—thundered Ivan Demydanitch, in- 
stantly,—“ the veteran of the year 12 has not 
that honour! ” 

Fustoff first mentioned my name, then, point- 
ing at “the veteran of the year 712,” he said: 
“Tvaén Demyanitch Ratsch, instructor in—vari- 
ous subjects.” 

“Precisely, precisely, in various subjects,’ — 
chimed in Mr. Ratsch. “When you come to 
think of it, what all have I not taught, what all 
am not I teaching now? Mathematics, and geog- 
raphy, and statistics, and Italian bookkeeping, 
ha-ha-ha-ha! and music! Do you doubt it, my 
dear sir?”—he suddenly attacked me.—‘“‘ Ask 
Alexander Daviditch how I distinguish myself 
on the bassoon? What sort of a Bohemian, that 
is to say, a Czech, should I be otherwise? Yes, 
sir, I ’m a Czech, and my native place is ancient 
Prague! By the way, Alexander Daviditch, why 
have n’t I seen you this long time past? We 
might have played a duet .... ha-ha! Really!” 

“IT was at your house day before yesterday, 
Ivan Demyanitch,”—replied Fustoff. 

“Why, I call that a long time ago, ha-ha! ” 

When Mr. Ratsch laughed, his white eyes 
rolled from side to side in a strange and uneasy 
way. 
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“T see, young man, that you are surprised at 
my behaviour,’—he again addressed himself to 
me.—“ But that arises from the fact that you do 
not yet know my constitution. Do you make in- 
quiries about me from our good Alexander Davi- 
ditch. What will he tell you? He will tell you 
that old Ratsch is a simpleton. Russian, if not by 
birth, at least in spirit, ha-ha! JI was named in 
baptism Johann Dietrich, but my appellation is 
Ivan Demyanoff! What I think, that I say; I 
wear my heart on my sleeve, as the saying is; I 
won't have anything to do with these diverse cere- 
monies! Damn them! Run in to see me some 
evening, you ’Il see for yourself. My woman— 
my wife, that is to say—is simple also; she “Il stew 
and bake for us .. . . an awful lot! Am [I tell- 
ing the truth, Alexander Daviditch?” 

Fistoff merely smiled, and I held my peace. 

“Don’t scorn the old man, do run in,’ —went 
on Mr. Ratsch.—“ But now....” (He snatched 
a thick silver watch from his pocket, and held 
it up to his protruding right eye). “I suppose 
I had better take myself off. Another child is 
waiting for me. . . . The devil knows what I am 
teaching that one . . . mythology, I vow! And 
he lives so far away, the rogue! At the Red 
Gate! Never mind; I ’ll trudge off there afoot, 
seeing your brother has made a miss of it; and, 
on the other hand, my fifteen kopéks for a 
drézhky will remain safely in my pocket! Ha- 
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ha!. I beg to take my leave, my fine gentlemen; 
see you later! And as for you, young man, drop 
in to:see*mes i. Se Whatr sthat Maes 2a) We cer: 
tainly must play a duet!’”—shouted Mr. Ratsch 
from the anteroom, as he put on his galoshes with 
a bang, and his metallic laugh rang out for the 
last time. 


V 


“Wat a strange man!”—I said to Fistoff, 
who had already succeeded in getting to work at 
his turning-lathe.—‘“‘ Can it be possible that he 
is a foreigner? He speaks Russian so vigor- 
ously.” 

“ He is a foreigner; only, he settled in Russia 
thirty years ago. Some prince or other brought 
him from abroad, in the capacity of secretary 

. or, rather, one may assume, in that of 
valet, about the year eighteen hundred and two. 
But he really does express himself fluently in 
Russian.” 

“ So boldly and daringly, with such tricks and 
twists of speech,” I put in. 

“Well, yes. Only, it ’s very unnatural. 
They ’re all like that, those Russianized Ger- 
mans.” 

“But he is a Czech.” 

“T don’t know; perhaps so. He talks German 
with his wife.” 
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“ But why does he boast of being a veteran of 
the year 12? Did he really serve in the militia? ” 

“In the militia, indeed! During the con- 
flagration he remained in Moscow, and _ lost 
all his property. . . That ’s all his service 
amounts to.” 

“ But why did he remain in Moscow?” 

Fustoff did not cease his work at the lathe. 

“The Lord knows. I have heard that he acted 
as a spy for us; but that must be empty talk. But 
that he received compensation from the govern- 
ment for his losses is a fact.” 

“He wears a uniform dress-coat. . . So he is 
in the service? ” 

“Yes. He is an instructor in the cadet corps. 
He is a Court Councillor.” 

“ What is his wife like?” 

“She ’s a German of this town, the daughter 
of a sausage-dealer . . . a butcher. . .” 

““ And do you go often to his house?” 

TEX C822 

“Well, is it jolly at their house? ” 

“ Fairly jolly.” 

* And has he children?” 

“Yes. By the German woman three, and by 
his first wife a son and a daughter.” 

“* And how old is the eldest daughter? ” 

“ Twenty-five.” 

It seemed to me that Fustoff bent lower over 
the lathe, and that the wheel began to revolve 
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more rapidly under the measured thrusts of his 
foot. 

“Ts she pretty?” 

“‘ That depends on one’s taste. She has a strik- 
ing face, and, altogether, she isa . . . . striking 
individual.” 

“Aha!” I thought. Fustoff continued his 
work with special zeal, and to my next question 
he replied only by a grunt. 

“ T must make her acquaintance! ”—I decided, 
in my own mind. 


VI 


A FEw days later, Fustoff and I went to spend 
the evening with Mr. Ratsch. He lived in a 
wooden house with a large yard and garden, in 
Krivédy (Crooked) Lane, near the Pretchi- 
stenka* Boulevard. He came out into the ante- 
room to us, received us, and having greeted us 
with his peculiar chattering guffaw and din, he 
immediately led us into the drawing-room, where 
he introduced me to a fat lady in a tight-fitting 
camlet gown, Eleonora Karpovna, his wife. 
Eleonora Karpovna had, probably, in her early 
youth, been distinguished for what the French, 
heaven knows why, call “ the beauty of the devil,” 
that is to say, by freshness; but when I made her 


1 That is: All-pure; referring to the Virgin Mother. Religious no- 
menclature for streets is common in Russia. — TRANSLATOR. 
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acquaintance, she involuntarily suggested to the 
vision a good piece of beef which the butcher 
had just laid out on a clean marble table. Not 
without intention have I employed the word 
“clean.” Not only did the mistress of the house 
appear to be a model of cleanliness, but every- 
thing around her also,—everything in the house 
was fairly polished and shining; everything had 
been scrubbed, ironed, washed with soap; the 
samovar on the round table blazed like a confla- 
gration; the curtains at the windows, and the nap- 
kins, were fairly curling with starch, as well as 
the frocks and chemisettes of Mr. Ratsch’s four 
children, who sat there, sturdy, well-fed little 
creatures, bearing a great resemblance to their 
mother, with rough-hewn, strong faces, whorls of 
hair on their temples, and red, stubby fingers. 
All four had rather flat noses, thick, swollen-look- 
ing lips, and tiny, light-grey eyes. 

“ Here ’s my guard! ”—exclaimed Mr. Ratsch, 
laying _ heavy hand, in turn, on the children’s 
heads. —“ Kolya, Olya, Sashka, and Mashka!* 
This one is eight, this one is seven, this one is four, 
and this one full two years old! Ha-ha-ha! As 
you see, my wife and I are not idle! Khe? Eleo- 
nora Karpovna? ” 

“ You are always saying that sort of thing,’ — 
said Eleonora Karpovna, and turned away. 

1 Constantine, Olga, Alexander (or Alexandra), and 
Mary (Molly).—Transtaor. 
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““ And she has given all her squalling brats such 
Russian names!”—went on Mr. Ratsch.—“ The 
first you know, she ’Il be having them baptised 
into the Greek faith! By heaven, she will! 
She ’s a regular Slav; devil take me altogether, 
if there ’s any German blood in her! Eleonora 
Karpovna, are you a Slav?” 

Eleonora Karpovna waxed angry. 

“I’m a Court Councilloress, that’s what I am! 
And that ’s as much as to say that I’m a Russian 
lady, and everything that you are now going to 
SCN sa aeee at 

“That is, it ’s simply awful the way she loves 
Russia!”’—interrupted Ivan Demyanitch.—“ In 
the nature of an earthquake!” 

“Well, and what of that?”—pursued Eleo- 
nora Karpovna.—“ And, of course, I love Russia 
because where else could I have obtained -a title 
of nobility? And now my children are noble, too, 
are n't they? Kolya, sitze ruhig mit den Fiis- 
sen!” 

Ratsch waved his hand at her. 

“Well, calm thyself, Tzaritza Sumbéka!! 
And where ’s the ‘noble’ Viktérka? I think 
he ’s prowling about at random, still! He ’ll hit 
upon an inspector one of these days! He ’Il get 
a thrashing! Das ist en Bummler, der Fiktor!” 

“ Dem Fiktor kann ich nicht kommandiren, 


1 The legend of the lovely and unhappy Tatar Tzaritza is connected 
with ‘* Sumbéka’s Tower,’’ in Kazin.— Transvator. 
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Ivan Demyanitch. Sie wissen wohl!” — growled 
Eleonora Karpovna. 

I glanced at Fustoff, as though desirous of 
finding out from him definitively what made 
him visit such people . . . . but, at that moment, 
there entered the room a tall young girl in a black 
gown, that eldest daughter of Mr. Ratsch, whom 
Fustoff had mentioned. . . . I understood the 
reason for my friend’s frequent visits. 


WAL 


I REMEMBER that somewhere Shakspeare speaks 
of “a white dove amid a flock of black crows.” 
The young girl who entered produced upon me 
a similar impression. There was too little in com- 
mon between her and the world which surrounded 
her. It seemed as though she herself were se- 
cretly perplexed and amazed at finding herself 
there. All the members of Mr. Ratsch’s family 
looked like self-satisfied and good-natured robust 
persons. Her beautiful face, which was, however, 
already past its first bloom, bore the imprint of 
dejection, pride, and sickliness. The others, ob- 
vious plebeians, bore themselves unconstrainedly, 
even coarsely, if you like, but simply; mournful 
trepidation exhaled from the whole of her in- 
dubitably aristocratic being. In her personal ap- 
pearance there was no perceptible characteristic 
of German descent; she resembled, rather, a na- 
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tive of the South. Her extremely thick black 
hair, without a particle of lustre; her synken eyes, 
black also and dull, but beautiful; her low, pro- 
truding brow, her aquiline nose, the greenish 
pallor of her smooth skin, a certain tragic line 
about the thin lips and in the slightly hollow 
cheeks, something harsh, and, at the same time, 
helpless in her movements,—elegance without 
grace .... in Italy, all this would not have 
seemed unusual to me, but in Moscow, on the 
Pretchistenka Boulevard, it simply astounded 
me! I rose from my chair when she entered the 
room; she flung at me a swift, uneven glance, and 
lowering her black eyelashes, seated herself near 
the window, “ like Tatyana” (Pushkin’s “ Onyé- 
gin” was then fresh in the minds of every one 
of us). I glanced at Fustoff, but my friend was 
standing with his back toward me, and accepting © 
a cup of tea from the plump hands of Eleonora 
Karpovna. I noticed, also, that the young girl 
who had just entered had brought with her a 
light current of physical cold. . . . “ What sort 
of a statue is that?” I thought to myself. 


Vill 


“Pr0TR GRAvRiLItcH!”—thundered Mr. Ratsch, 
addressing me,—* permit me to make you ac- 
quainted with my . . . . with my number one, 
ha-ha-ha! with Susanna Ivdnovna! ” 
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I bowed in silence, and immediately said to 
myself: “ There, her name does not match the 
others, either,” but Susanna rose slightly, without 
smiling and without unclasping her tightly- 
clenched hands. 

“And how about the duet,’—went on Ivan 
Demyanitch,—“ Alexander Daviditch? Hey? 
benefactor! You left your zither with us, and 
I have already taken the bassoon out of its case. 
Let ’s tickle the ears of the honourable com- 
pany.” (Mr. Ratsch was fond of adorning his 
Russian; * he was incessantly breaking out into 
expressions like those wherewith all the ultra- 
popular poems of Prince Vyazemsky are varie- 
gated. I remember that one day Ivan Demy4- 
nitch, carried away by his predilection for daring 
words with an energetic termination, began to 
assure me that his garden was full of limestone, 
fallen trees, and brushwood.”) —“ What say you? 
Ts it a go?”’—exclaimed Ivan Demyanitch, per- 
ceiving that Fustoff did not turn round.— 
“Kolka, march to the study, fetch hither the 
stands! Olya, haul along the zither! And be 
so good as to give us a candle for the music- 
stands, lovey-dovey!”— (Mr. Ratsch was spin- 
ning around the room like a top.) —“ Pidtr 
Gavrilitch, you love music, don’t you? But 


1JIn this case, he said ‘‘ushesa’’ (which is vulgar), instead of 
*‘ushi,’’ ears. The author gives three other untranslatable specimens 
at this point.— TRANSLATOR. 

2 Izvestnydk, khvorostnik, and valézhnyak.—'TRansLator. 
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if you don’t, just engage in conversation; only, 
look out and see that it ’s with the soft pedal! 
Ha-ha-ha! And where has that rogue Viktor 
disappeared to? He might have listened also! 
You ’ve spoiled him completely, Eleonora Kar- 
povna!”’ 

Eleonora Karpovna flared up thoroughly. 

“ Aber, was kann ich denn, Ivan Demya- 
nitch? ” 

“Well, all right, all right; don’t nag! Bleibe 
ruhig, hast verstanden? Alexander Daviditch! 
Do me the favour! ” 

The children forthwith executed their father’s 
commands; the music-stands were set up, and the 
music began. I have already mentioned that Fu- 
stoff played admirably on the zither, but that in- 
strument always had the most depressing effect 
onme. It has always seemed to me, and it seems 
to me to this day, that in the zither there is con- 
fined the soul of a decrepit Jew-usurer, and that 
it sings in nasal tones, and weeps over the player 
who makes it give forth sounds. Neither could 
Mr. Ratsch’s playing afford me gratification; 
added to which his suddenly empurpled face, with 
its viciously-rolling white eyes, assumed an omi- 
nous expression: exactly as though he were pre- 
paring to murder some one with his bassoon, and 
were swearing and threatening in advance as he 
emitted one after another wonderfully hoarse, 
coarse notes! I seated myself beside Susanna, 
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and, waiting for the first momentary pause, I 
asked her whether she also were fond of music, 
hike her father. 

She drew back as though I had struck her, and 
said abruptly :—“ Who?” 

“Your father,’—I repeated,—“‘ Mr. Ratsch.” 

“Mr. Ratsch is not my father.” 


“Not your father! Pardon me. ... I must 
have misunderstood. . . . But I remember that 


Alexander Daviditch ... .” 

Susanna gazed at me intently and shyly. 

“You did not understand Mr. Fustoff. Mr. 
Ratsch is my stepfather.” 

I made no reply. 

“And you are not fond of music? ”’—I began 
again. 

Again Susanna shot a glance at me. De- 
cidedly, there was something wild about her eyes. 
She, evidently, had not expected, and did not 
desire, a continuation of conversation. 

“T did not tell you that,’—she slowly articu- 
lated. 

“'Tru-tu-tu-tu-tu-u-u . grumbled the 
bassoon, with sudden fury, as it executed the con- 
eluding fioritura. I turned round, saw Mr. 
Ratsch’s red neck puffed out, like that of a boa- 
constrictor, beneath his protruding ears, and he 
seemed very repulsive to me. 

“ But, surely, you do not like that... . in- 
strument,’—I said in a low tone. 
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“No... . I don’t like it,’—she replied, as 
though she understood my covert innuendo. | 

“ Just so! ”—I thought, as though delighted at 
something. 

“Susanna Ivdnovna”—said Eleonora Kar- 
povna suddenly, in her German-Russian jargon 
—“is very fond of music, and plays beautifully 
herself on the piano, only, she will not play on the 
piano when she is much urged to play.” 

Susanna made no reply to Kleonora Karpovna 
—she did not even look at her—and merely 
turned her eyes slightly, under their downcast 
lids, in her direction. From this movement alone 
—from the movement of her pupils—I was able 
to gather the nature of the sentiments which Su- 
sanna cherished toward the second spouse of her 
stepfather. . . . And again I rejoiced at some- 
thing or other. 

In the meantime the duet had come to an end. 
fustoff rose, and approaching, with irresolute 
steps, the window near which Susanna and I 
were sitting, he asked her whether she had re- 
ceived from Lengold the music which the latter 
had promised to order from Petersburg. 

“The potpourri from ‘Robert le Diable,’”— 
he added, turning to me; “from that new opera 
about which every one is making such an uproar 
in this country just now.” 

“No, I have not received it,’—replied Su- 
sanna; and turning her face toward the window, 
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she hastily whispered:—‘“ Please, Alexander 
Daviditch, I beg of you, do not make me play 
to-day! Iam not at all in the mood for it.” 

“What ’s that? Meyerbeer’s ‘Robert le Di- 
able!’ ”—roared Ivan Demyanitch, approaching 
us.—“‘ A capital thing, I “ll wager! He’s a Jew, 
and all Jews are born musicians, just as all Czechs 
are! Especially the Jews. Is n’t that so, Su- 
sanna [vanovna? Hey? Ha-ha-ha-ha!” 

In Mr. Ratsch’s last words, and even in his 
laugh, on this occasion, there was audible some- 
thing different from his habitual jeering—there 
was audible a desire to wound. So, at least, it 
seemed to me, and in that sense did Susanna 
understand it. She involuntarily shuddered, 
flushed scarlet, and bit her lower lip. A bril- 
liant point, resembling the glitter of a tear, 
flashed on her eyelashes, and hastily rising, she 
left the room. 

“Where are you going, Susanna Ivanovna?” 
—shouted Mr. Ratsch after her. 

“You let her alone, Ivan Demydanitch,” —in- 
terposed Eleonora Karpovna.—“ Wenn sie ein- 
mal so etwas im Kopfe hat... .” 

“A nervous nature,’”—remarked Ratsch, 
wheeling round on his heels, and he slapped him- 
self on his thigh,—“the plexus solaris suffers. 
Oh! you need n’t look at me like that, Pidtr Ga- 
vrilitch! I have studied anatomy, ha-ha! And 
I can exercise the art of healing! Just ask Eleo- 
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nora Karpovna here. . . . I treat all her indispo- 
sitions! I have a method of my own.” 

“You always must have your joke, Ivan 
Demydanitch,”—replied the latter, with satisfac- 
tion, while Fustoff, laughing, and swaying pleas- 
antly to and fro, gazed at the husband and wife. 

“ And why should n’t I joke, mein Miitter- 
chen?”’—put in Ivan Demyanitch.—“ Life is 
given to us to use, and chiefly for ornament, as 
a certain well-known poet has said. Wipe thy 
nose, Kolka, thou porcupine! ” 


IX 


“THanks to thee, I was placed in a very awk- 
ward position to-day,”’—I said that same eve- 
ning to Fustoff, as we were returning home to- 
gether.—“ Thou didst tell me that that.... 
what ’s hér name? Susanna,—was Ratsch’s 
daughter, but she is his stepdaughter.” 
“Really! Did I tell thee that she was his 


daughter? However.... what difference 
does it make? ” 
“That Ratsch,’’—I went on.... “akh, Alex- 


ander! how I do dislike him! MHast thou ob- 
served with what peculiar derision he expressed 
himself to-day in her presence about Jews? Can 
it be that she . . . is a Jewess?” 
Fistoff was walking in front, swinging his 
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arms; it was cold; the snow crunched like salt 
- under foot. 

“Yes, I remember having heard something of 
that sort,’—he said at last... . “ Her mother 
was of Jewish extraction, I believe.” 

“So Mr. Ratsch married a widow for his first 
wife?” 


“* Probably.” 

“H’m!.... And that Viktor, who did not 
come to-day,—is his stepson?” 

“No... he is his own son. But, as thou art 


aware, I do not meddle with other people’s busi- 
ness, and do not like to ask questions. I am not 
curious.” 

I bit my tongue. Fustoff continued to hurry 
on ahead. As we approached the house, I over- 
took him, and looked into his face. 

“Well,’—I asked,—“is Susanna really a fine 
musician?” 

Fiustoff frowned. 

“ She plays well on the piano,’—he muttered 
between his teeth.—“ Only, she ’s very shy, I 
warn you! ”—he added, with a slight shrug of 
the shoulders. He seemed to be sorry that he 
had introduced me to her. 

I relapsed into silence, and we parted. 
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On the following morning I again betook my- 
self to Fustoff’s house. It had become a neces- 
sity for me to sit with him of a morning. He 
received me affectionately, as usual; but of our 
visit on the preceding evening—not a word! It 
was as though he had filled his mouth with water. 
I began to turn over the leaves of the last number 
of The Telescope. 

A new person entered the room. It turned out — 
to be that same son of Mr. Ratsch, Viktor, of 
whose absence on the evening before his father 
had complained. 

He was a young fellow of eighteen years, al- 
ready given to drink, and unhealthy; a button 
was missing from his uniform overcoat, one of his 
boots was burst, and he fairly reeked with tobacco. 

“Good morning,” —he said, in a hoarse voice, 
and with those peculiar twitches of the head and 
shoulders which I have always observed in petted 
and conceited young men.—“ I thought of going 
to the university, but landed at your house. My 
chest is stuffed up, somehow. Give me a cigar.” 
— He walked the whole length of the room, lan- 
guidly dragging his feet and without taking his 
hands out of the pockets of his trousers, and flung 
himself heavily on the couch. 

“Have you caught a cold?””—asked Fistoff, 
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and introduced us to each other. We were both 
students, but were in different faculties. 

“No! ... The idea! Last night, I ad- 
mit ....” (here Mr. Ratsch, junior, smiled to 
the full extent of his mouth, not unpleasantly, 
but his teeth were bad) “ we had a drinking-bout 
—a hearty drinking-bout. Yes.’—He lighted 
his cigar, and cleared his throat.—“ We were 
giving Obikhodoff a send-off.” 

“ And where is he going? ” 

“To the Caucasus, and he ’s taking his lady- 
love along with him. You know, that black-eyed 
girl with the freckles. The fool!” 

“Your father was asking after you last night,” 
—remarked Fustoff. 

Viktor spat to one side. 

“Yes; so I heard. You strayed into our camp 
last night. Well, and what happened? Did you 
make music? ” 

“ As usual.” 

“ And she. . . . She put on airs in the pres- 
ence of the new visitor, I suppose?” (Here he 
jerked his head in my direction.) “ She would n’t 
play?” 

“Of whom are you speaking? ”’—inquired 
Fistoff. 

“ Why, of the most respected Susanna Iva- 
novna, of course! ” 

Viktér settled himself in a still more comfort- 
able lounging position, raised his hand in a crook 
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above his head, inspected his palm, and emitted a 
dull snort. 

I darted a glance at Fustoff. He merely 
shrugged his shoulders, as though desirous of giv- 
ing me to understand that it was useless to inter- 
rogate such a lout. 


XI 


VikTOR began to talk, as he stared at the ceiling, 
in a leisurely manner, through his nose, about the 
theatre, about a couple of actors of his acquain- 
tance, about a certain Serafima Serafimovna, 
who had “ fooled ” him, about the new professor, 
R., whom he designated as a_beast,—because, 
“ just imagine, what do you suppose the monster 
has devised? He calls the roll at the beginning 
of every lecture, and regards himself as a liberal, 
to boot!” — and, at last, turning his face and his 
whole body toward Fustoff, he said, in a half- 
complaining, half-jesting voice: 

“T want to ask you something, Alexander 
Daviditch. . . . Can’t you, somehow or other, 
bring my old man to reason? ... You play 
duets with him, you see. . . He gives me five 
blue bank-bills* a month. . . . What does that 
amount to?! It does n’t pay for my tobacco. 
And he says, besides: ‘Don’t run in debt!’ I ’d 
like to put him in my place, and see how he ’d 


1 The old blue bank-bill was for five rubles. — TRANSLATOR. 
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manage! But, you see, I don’t receive any pen- 
sion. I ’m not like some folks” (Viktér pro- 
nounced this last word with a peculiar emphasis). 
“ But he has a lot of cash, I know! There ’s no 
use in singing poor Lazarus to me; you can’t fool 
me! You ’re just joking! And he has warmed 
his hands with bribes, too....he ’s a sly 
one!” 

Fustoff looked askance at Viktor. 

“T will mention it to your father, if you like,” 
—he began. “Or, if you wish, I can... . in 
the meantime . . . lend you a small sum... .” 

“No, what ’s the use? It’s a great deal better 
to wheedle the old man. . . . However,’—added 
Viktor, scratching his nose with all five fingers, 
—“ give me twenty-five rubles, if you can... . 
How much do I owe you, pray?” 

“You have borrowed eighty-five rubles from 
me.” 

“Yes. . . Well, this will make one hundred 
and ten in all. I ’Il give it to you in a lump.” 

Fistoff went into the next room, brought a 
twenty-five ruble bill, and handed it in silence to 
Viktor. The latter took it, yawned at the top of 
his lungs, without covering his mouth, grunted: 
“Thanks!” and writhing and stretching himself, 
he rose from the couch. 

“Phew! but . . . . somehow, I ’m bored,” — 
he muttered. “TI think I ’ll go to Italy.” He 
went toward the door. 
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Fustoff watched him. He seemed to be con- 
tending with himself. 

“What pension was that to which you just al- 
luded, Viktér Ivanitch? ”—he asked at last. 

Viktér halted on the threshold, and put on his 
cap. 

“Why, don’t you understand? Susanna Iva- 
novna’s pension. .. . She receives it. "T is a very 
curious anecdote, I assure you! I ‘Il tell you 
about it some day. Such doings, my dear fellow, 
such doings! But my old man, don’t you forget 
my old man, please. He’s got a tough, German 
hide, of course, but with a Russian dressing, and 
so it can be pierced. Only, don’t let Eleonorka, 
my stepmother, be present on that occasion! 
Papa is afraid of her; she intends everything for 
her own brats. Well, you ’re a diplomat! Good- 
bye!” 

“What trash that horrid little boy is, anyway!” 
—exclaimed Fustoff, as soon as the door 
slammed. 

His face was blazing like fire, and he turned 
away from me. I did not attempt to question him, 
and soon went away. 


po U) Mie 


I spent the whole of that day in meditating about 

Fistoff, about Susanna, about her relatives; I 

dimly perceived something in the nature of a 
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family drama. So far as I could judge, my 
friend was not indifferent to Susanna. But she? 
Did she love him? Why did she seem so unhappy? 
And, in general, what sort of a being was she? 
These questions recurred incessantly to my mind. 
An obscure but powerful instinct told me that it 
was not proper for me to apply to Fistoff to 
solve them. It ended in my setting off alone for 
Mr. Ratsch’s house on the following day. 

I suddenly felt very conscience-stricken and 
awkward as soon as I found myself in the tiny, 
dark anteroom. “ She will not show herself, prob- 
ably,” flashed through my mind. “TI shall have 
to sit with that disgusting veteran and his cook 


of a wife. . . . But even if she should show her- 
self, what of that? She will not enter into con- 
versation. . . She treated me far from amiably 


the other day. Why have I come?” While I 
was revolving all this in my mind, the page ran 
to announce me, and after two or three perplexed 
exclamations of: “Who is it? Who, sayest 
thou?” a heavy shuffling of slippers became audi- 
ble in the adjoining room, and in the crack be- 
tween the two leaves of the door, the face of Ivan 
Demyanitch, a dishevelled and surly face, pre- 
sented itself. It riveted its eyes on me, and did 
not immediately change its expression. . . . Evi- | 
dently, Mr. Ratsch did not at once recognise me. ’ 
But suddenly his cheeks grew round, his eyes nar- 
rowed, and from his mouth, as it opened, there 
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burst forth the exclamation, accompanied by a 
guffaw:—‘“ Ah, my dear fellow, my most re- 
spected! Is that you? Pray enter!” 

I followed him the more unwillingly because it 
seemed to me that that courteous, jovial Mr. 
Ratsch was inwardly consigning me to the devil. 
However, there was no escape. He conducted 
me to the drawing-room, and what did I see? Su- 
sanna, seated in front of a table, with the income 
and expenditure book. She cast a glance at me 
with her gloomy eyes, and slightly gnawed the 
nails on her left hand . . . it was a habit of hers, 
I had observed—a habit peculiar to nervous peo- 
ple. There was no one in the room except her- 
self. 

“ Here, sir,’—began Mr. Ratsch, and slapped 
his thigh, —“ see at what an occupation you have 
caught Susanna Ivanovna and me: we are busy 
with our accounts. My wife is not strong in 
‘aritkhmetik, and I am saving my eyes, I must 
confess. I can’t read without glasses, so what 
would you have me do? Let the young people 
toil, ha-ha! Order demands it. However, there’s 
no hurry about the matter. . . . Hurry, make 
yourself ridiculous to catch fleas, ha-ha! ” 

Susanna closed the book, and rose to go. 

“Stay; come, stay,”’—said Mr. Ratsch.— 
“Where ’s the harm, if thou art not dressed 
up?” ... . (Susanna had on a very old gown, 
almost fit for a child, with short sleeves.) —“ Our 
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dear guest will not be exacting, and I ’d like to 
clear up only the last week but one. .. . You 
will permit? ’’—he turned to me.—“ You and I 
are not on ceremonious terms, you know.” 

“Pray, do; do not disturb yourselves,’ —I ex- 
claimed. 

“ Just so, my most respected sir. You know 
the late Emperor, Alexéi Mikhailovitch Roma- 
noff was wont to say: “ For business, time; for 
diversion, a minute!’ And we will devote one 
minute to business .... ha-ha! What ’s this 
thirty rubles, thirty kopéks?””—he added, in an 
undertone, turning his back on me. 

“Viktor borrowed it from Eleonora Kar- 
povna; he said that you had given him permis- 
sion,’ —replied Susanna, likewise in an under- 
tone. 

“Hesaid ... hesaid .... [had given per- 
mission... .” growled Ivan Demyanitch. “ It 
strikes me that I was there on hand. They might 
have asked me. And to whom did these seventeen 


rubles go?” 

“To the furniture-dealer.”’ 

“Yes ... the furniture-dealer. . What was 
it tor!” 

“On account.” 

“On account. Show me! ”—He snatched the 


book from Susanna, and placing astride his nose 

a pair of round-eyed, silver-mounted spectacles, 

he began to pass his finger over the lines.—“ To 
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the furniture-dealer . . . the furniture-dealer. ... 
All you think of is to get money out of the house! 
You ’re glad of it! . . . . Wie die Croaten! On 


account! However,”—he added in a loud voice, 
again turning his face toward. me, and pulling 
off his spectacles,—“ why should I do this, after 
all! I can attend to these dirty affairs later. Su- 
sanna Ivanovna, be so good as to carry off this 
bookkeeping to its proper place, and then please 
return to us, and enrapture the ears of this ami- 
able visitor with your musical instrument; that is 
to say, by playing on the piano. . . . Hey?” 

Susanna turned away her head. 

“T should be very happy,”—I hastened to say; 
—“it would give me great pleasure to hear Su- 
sanna Ivanovna play. But I would not, on any 
account, incommode ... .” 

““Incommode, indeed! What do you mean? 
Come, now, Susanna Ivanovna, eins, zwei, drei!” 

Susanna made no reply, and left the room. 


XIII 


I pm not expect that she would return; but she 
speedily made her appearance again: she had not 
even changed her gown; and, seating herself in 
the corner, she cast a couple of attentive glances 
at me. Whether it was that she instinctively rec- 
ognised, in my behaviour to her, that involuntary 
respect which I could not even explain to myself, 
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which, more than curiosity, more even than sym- 
pathy, she aroused in me,—whether it was that 
she was in a softened frame of mind on that day, 
at all events, she suddenly went to the piano, and 
irresolutely laying her hand on the keys, and 
turning her head a little over her shoulder toward 
me, she asked me what I would like to have her 
play? Before I could answer, she seated herself, 
got her music, hastily spread it out, and began 
to play. I had loved music from my childhood; 
but at that time, I still understood little about 
it, was not much acquainted with the compositions 
of the great masters, and had not Mr. Ratsch 
growled out with some dissatisfaction: “ Aha! 
wieder dieser Beethoven!” I could not have 
guessed what Susanna was playing. It was, as 
I learned later on, the famous Sonata in F 
Minor, opus 57. Susanna’s playing surprised me 
beyond description. I had not expected such 
force, such fire, such dashing boldness. From the 
very first bars of the impetuously-passionate alle- 
gro at the beginning of the sonata, I felt that 
stupor, that chill and sweet terror of rapture 
which instantaneously makes its way into the soul 
when beauty invades it with unexpected assault. 
I did not move a single member until the very 
end; I kept wanting, yet not daring, to sigh. I 
happened to be sitting behind Susanna, and I 
could not see her face; I only saw how her long, 
dark hair leaped and smote her shoulders from 
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time to time, how impetuously her figure swayed, 
and how her slender hands and bared elbows 
moved swiftly and rather angularly. The final 
echoes died away. I heaved a sigh, at last. Su- 
sanna continued to sit at the piano. 

“ Ja, ja,’—remarked Mr. Ratsch, who, how- 
ever, had also listened attentively,—“ roman- 
tische Musik! 'That ’s the fashion nowadays! 
Only, why play in a slovenly way? Eh? With 
a finger on two notes at once—why? Eh? That’s 
just the trouble; we want to do everything as 
quickly as possib'e, as quickly as possible. °T is 
more ardent so. Eh? Hot pancakes!’’—he 
quavered, like a pedlar. 

Susanna turned slightly toward Mr. Ratsch. 
I saw her face in profile. Her delicate eye- 
brows were elevated high above the drooping lids, 
a blush spread unevenly over her cheek, her little 
ear flushed scarlet under the lock of hair thrust 
over it. 

“T have heard all the very best virtuosi my- 
self,’— pursued Mr. Ratsch, suddenly contract- 
ing his brows,—“‘ and in comparison with the late 
Field they are all . . . . phew! ciphers! zero! ! 
Das war ein Kerl! Und ein so reines Spiel! And 
his compositions are the very finest! But all 
these new ‘ tlu-tu-tu, and ‘ tra-ta-ta, are written 
chiefly for scholars, I suppose. Da braucht man 
keine Delicatesse! Bang away on the keys, at 
random. . . There ’s no harm done! Something 
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will come of it! Janitscharen-Musik! Pkhe!” 
(Ivan Demyanitch mopped his brow with his 
handkerchief.) ‘“ However, I ’m not saying this 
with reference to you, Susanna Ivdnovna; you 
have played well, and you must not take offence 
at my remarks.” 

“Every one has his own taste,”—remarked 
Susanna, in a quiet tone, and her lips quivered; 
—“and you know that your remarks cannot of- 
fend me, Ivan Demyanitch!” 

“ Oh, of course! Only, you must not suppose,” 
—said Mr. Ratsch, addressing me,—“ pray, do 
not suppose, my dear sir, that the same proceeds 
from our superfluous kindness of heart, and, as 
it were, meekness of spirit; but simply, Susanna 
Ivanovna and I imagine that we are exalted so 
high that, oh, my! Our cap is tumbling off be- 
hind, as they say in Russian, but no criticism can 
reach us. Self-conceit, my dear sir, self-conceit! 
We have smarted for it, yes, yes!” 

Not without amazement did I listen to Mr. 
Ratsch. Gall, poisonous gall, fairly seethed in 
his every word. . . . And it had been long col- 
lecting! It choked him. He tried to wind up 
his tirade with his customary laugh, and coughed 
convulsively, hoarsely. Susanna uttered not the 
smallest word of reply to him; she merely shook 
her head, and raised her face,— yes, grasping her 
elbows in both hands, she fixed her eyes straight 
on him. In the depths of her motionless, widely- 
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opened eyes, with a dull, unquenchable fire, 
smouldered hatred of long standing. An un- 
canny feeling took possession of me. 

“You belong to two different musical genera- 
tions,’ —I began, with forced ease, being desir- 
ous of letting it be understood, by that ease of 
manner, that I had observed nothing,—“ and, 
therefore, it is not surprising that you do not 
agree in your views. . . . But Ivan Demyanitch, 
you must permit me to take the side of .... the 
younger generation. I am a philistine, of course; 
but I must confess to you that nothing in the way 
of music has ever yet produced upon me such an 
impression as . . what Susanna Ivanovna has 
just played to us.” 

Ratsch suddenly pounced upon me. 

“And why do you assume,’’—he shouted, still 
purple in the face with coughing,—“ that we wish 
to enlist you in our camp?” (He pronounced 
Lager in German fashion.) “ We ’re not in the 
slightest need of that, many thanks! Our wills 
are free! And as for the two generations, you ’re 
right about that. It is difficult, very difficult, for 
us old people to live with you young folks! Our 
views do not agree on a single point: either as 
to art, or as to life, or even as to morals. Is n’t 
that so, Susanna Ivaénovna?” 

Susanna emitted a scornful laugh. 

“ Especially, as you say, on the score of morals, 
our views do not and cannot agree,” —she replied; 
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and something menacing flitted athwart her 
brows, but her lips quivered slightly, as before. 

“Of course, of course!”’—chimed in Ratsch. 
—‘“‘I’m not a philosopher! I don’t know how to 
stand ...in that way—loftily! I’m a plain man, 
a slave to prejudice, yes!” 

Again Susanna laughed. 

“Tt strikes me, [vin Demyanitch, that you 
have sometimes managed to place yourself above 
what are called prejudices.” 

“Wie so? That is to say, what do you mean? 
I don’t understand you!” 

“You don’t understand? Are you so forget- 
TL diag 

Mr. Ratsch fairly lost his head. 

Selita. pious ul. bores ememepeated.——" Ti.5. cea 

“Yes, you, Mr. Ratsch.” 

A brief silence ensued. 

“But, pray, pray,’—Mr. Ratsch began,— 
“how can you so audaciously ... .” 

Susanna, suddenly drawing herself up to her 
full height, with her elbows still clasped in her 
hands, gripping them as in a vice, and tapping 
them with her fingers, placed herself in front of 
Mr. Ratsch. She seemed to be challenging him 
to battle; she advanced upon him. Her face was 
transfigured; it became suddenly, in the twink- 
ling of an eye, both remarkably beautiful and ter- 
rible; her full eyes began to glitter with a sort 
of merry and cold gleam—the gleam of steel;— 
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her lips, which had so recently been quivering, 
were compressed in one straight, implacably- 
stern line. Susanna was challenging Ratsch; but 
the latter, as the saying is, gazed on her, then 
suddenly relapsed into silence and dropped down 
like a sack, and drew his head down into his shoul- 
ders, and even tucked up his legs. The veteran 
of the year °12 had turned coward; there could 
be no doubt as to that. 

Susanna slowly turned her eyes from him to 
me, as though summoning me to bear witness to 
her victory, and to the humiliation of the enemy, 
and laughing for the last time, she left the room. 

The veteran remained motionless on his chair 
for some time; at last, as though he had just re- 
membered the forgotten part he was playing, 
he started, rose, and clapping me on the shoul- 
der, he burst out into his stentorian laugh. 

“Come, now, just get out with you, ha-ha-ha! 
This is not the first decade that that young lady 
and I have lived together, I believe; but she 
never can understand when I am joking and 
when I am speaking seriously! Yes, and you, 
most respected sir, must have been surprised, I ’m 
sure... . Ha-ha-ha! The fact is, you don’t 
know old Ratsch yet!” 

“Yes .. 1 do know you now,” I thought, 
not without some terror and loathing. 

“You don’t know the old man, you don’t know 
him! ”—he kept reiterating, as he escorted me to 
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the anteroom, patting himself on the belly. . . . 
“T ’m a heavy, experienced man, ha-ha! But 
I ’m good-natured—by heaven! I am.” 

I fled headlong from the steps into the street. 
I wanted to get away from that good-natured 
man as speedily as possible. 


XIV 


“THat they hate each other is clear,”—I 
thought, as I wended my way homeward.—“ It 
is also indubitable that he is a vile man, and that 
she is a good young girl. But what has taken 
place between them? What is the cause of this 
continual irritation? What is the meaning of 
these innuendoes? And how suddenly it blazed 
up! Under what futile pretexts!” 

On the following day, Fustoff and I were pre- 
paring to go to the theatre, to see Shtchépkin in — 
“Woe from Wit.” * Permission had only just 
been accorded to give Griboyédoff’s comedy, af- 
ter it had been preliminarily mutilated by the 
censorship’s excisions. We applauded Famiusoff 
and Skaloztib a great deal. I do not remember 
what actor played the part of Tchatzky; but I 
do remember very well that he was inexpressibly 
bad. First he made his appearance in a hussar 
jacket and tasselled boots, then in a frock-coat 


1 Griboyedoff’s famous comedy, whose scene is laid in Moscow, and 
still is played. It was completed in 1823.—TRANSLAaToR. 
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of a hue fashionable at that time, “flamme de 
punch,” and the coat fitted him as it would have 
fitted our old butler. I remember, also, that the 
ball in the third act excited our enthusiasm. Al- 
though, in all probability, no one ever executed 
such steps, it was the accepted thing at that 
epoch—and I believe that it is performed in the 
same way even at the present day. One of the 
guests leaped remarkably high, his wig flutter- 
ing in every direction the while, and the audience 
roared with laughter. As we emerged from the 
theatre, we ran across Viktor in the corridor. 

“You were in the theatre! ”’—he exclaimed, 
flourishing his arms.—“ How was it that I failed 
to see you? I am very glad that I have met you. 
You positively must sup with me. Come along. 
I ’ll stand treat!” 

Young Ratsch appeared to be in an excited, 
almost rapturous, state. His little eyes roved, 
he grinned, red spots broke out on his cheeks. 

“Why this jollity? ’—inquired Fiustoff. 

“Why? Here, then, would n’t you like to 
seer.) 

Viktor led us a little aside, and pulling out of 
his trousers’ pocket a whole package of the red 
and blue bank-bills of that day, waved them in 
the air. 

Fustoff was astonished. 

“ Has your father grown generous? ” 

Viktor laughed aloud. 
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“ A nice one you ’ve picked out for a generous 
man! I should say so; hold your pocket tight! 
. . . This morning, trusting to your mediation, 
I asked him for money. And what answer do 
you think the skinflint made? ‘I ‘Il pay thy 
debts,’ says he, ‘ up to five-and-twenty rubles, in- 
clusive!” Do you hear? ‘inclusive!’ No, my 
dear sir, God has sent this to my orphanhood. 
The chance befell.” 

“Been robbing some one?”—said Fuistoff, 
carelessly. 

Viktor frowned. 

“Well, then, I have! I won it, sir; I won it 
from an officer, from a guardsman. He only 
rolled in from Petersburg last night. And what 
a concurrence of circumstances! It ’s worth re- 
lating . ... only, it’s awkward here. Let’s go 
to Yar’s; it ’s only two steps away. I ’ve said it 
—TI ll stand treat!” 

Perhaps we ought to have refused; but we 
went without making any objection. 


XV 


At Yar’s we were conducted into a private room, 

supper was served, champagne was brought. 

Viktor narrated to us, in full detail, how he had 

met that officer of the guards in a certain pleasant 

house, a very nice little fellow, and of good fam- 

ily, only without any sense in his head; how they 
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had struck up an acquaintance; how he, that is 
to say, the officer, had taken it into his head to 
suggest, as a joke, to him, Viktér, that they ; 
should play “fool” with old cards, for small 
stakes, trifles about equal to nuts, on condition 
that the officer was to play for the benefit of Wil- 
helmina, while Viktér was to play for his own 
luck; how afterward they got to betting. 

“And I—I”—exclaimed Viktor, clapping his 
hands—“ had six rubles altogether in my pocket. 
Imagine! And at first I lost everything. .. . 
What do you think of that for a position? ! Only, 
at that point, thanks to I know not whose prayers, 
fortune began to smile. The other man began 
to get excited; he showed all his cards. . . . Be- 
hold! he just flung away seven hundred and fifty 
rubles at one swoop! He began to entreat me 
to play some more. Well, I ’m no fool; thinks I: 
no; one must n’t misuse such bounty. I grabbed 
my cap and took myself off! So now I have n’t 
got to make obeisance to the old man, and I can 
treat my comrades. .. Hey! waiter! another 
bottle! Gentlemen, clink glasses! ” 

We clinked glasses with Viktor, and continued 
to drink and laugh, although his story did not 
please us in the least, and his company afforded 
us little pleasure. He took to being affection- 
ately demonstrative, to jesting; in a word, he laid 
himself out, and made himself more repulsive 
than ever. Viktor observed, at last, what sort 
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of an impression he was producing on us, and 
hung his head; his speech grew more fragmen- 
tary, his glances more gloomy. He began to 
yawn, announced that he was sleepy, and after 
objurgating the restaurant servant, with his cus- 
tomary coarseness, for a badly-cleaned tchubuk, 
he suddenly, with a defiant expression on his dis- 
torted face, turned to Fustoff : 

“See here now, Alexander Daviditch,”—said 
he,—“ tell me, if you please, why it is that you 
despise me?” 

“What do you mean? ”—my friend could not 
immediately find an answer. 

“ Just what I say. . . . I feel and know very 
well that you do despise me, and that that gen- 
tleman there” (he indicated me with his finger) 
“does the same! And although you have dis- 
tinguished yourselves by very lofty morality, 
you ’re just as much of a sinner as the rest of us. 
Even worse. Still water .... you know the 
proverb!” 

Fustoff flushed crimson. 

“What do you mean to intimate by that? ”— 
he asked. 

“ Just this, that I ’m not blind, as yet, and can 
see, capitally, everything that is going on under 
my nose; I see your capers with my sister. .. . 
And I don’t object. In the first place, it ’s 
against my principles, and, in the second place, 
my sister, Susanna Ivdnovna, herself has led a 
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scorned on that account?” 

“You don’t understand yourself what it is you 
are jabbering! You ’re drunk,”—said Fustoff, 
taking down his coat from the wall.—“ You cer- 
tainly must have fleeced some fool or other, and 
now you ’re inventing the devil knows what lies!” 

Viktér continued to lie on the divan, and 
merely waggiled his legs, which dangled over the 
arm. 

“T did clean him out! But why did you drink 
the wine? It was bought with the money I won, 
you know. And there ’s no need for my lying. 
I ’m not to blame, if Susanna Ivanovna, in her 
acute: cna 

“ Silence! ”— Fustoff shouted at him.—‘“‘ Hold 


VOUr LONGUE {ons OPT eres 
“ Or what?” 
“You ‘ll find out what. Let ’s go, Pidtr.” 
“ Aha!”—pursued Viktor:—“ our magnani- 


mous knight takes to flight. Evidently, he 
does n’t want to learn the truth! Evidently, it 
stings,—that truth!” 

“Do come along, Pidtr,”—repeated Fustoff, 
who had, at last, lost his wonted coolness and self- 
possession.—“* Let ’s leave this worthless little 
boy!” 

“This little boy is n’t afraid of you, do you 
hear?”—yelled Viktor after us.—‘“ This little 
boy de-spi-ses you! Do you hear?” 
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Fustoff strode so rapidly along the street that 
~ it was with difficulty I kept pace with him. All 
at once he halted, and abruptly turned back. 
“Whither art thou going? ”’—I asked. 
“Why, I must find out what that stupid oaf 
.... He ’s likely, while drunk, to say God 


knows what. . . . Only, thou must not follow 
me. ... We will see each other to-morrow. 
Farewell.” 


And hastily pressing my hand, Fustoff set off 
in the direction of Yar’s restaurant. 

I did not manage to see Fustoff on the follow- 
ing day, and on the day after that I learned, when 
I dropped in at his quarters, that he had gone 
out of town, to his uncle’s in the suburbs of Mos- 
cow. I inquired whether he had left a note for 
me, but it appeared that there was no note. Then 
I asked the lackey whether he knew how long 
Alexander Daviditch intended to remain in the 
country.—“ A couple of weeks, perhaps longer, 
I suppose,’—answered the lackey. By way of 
precaution, I took down Fustoff’s precise ad- 
dress, and wended my way homeward, immersed 
in thought. This unexpected departure from 
Moscow, in winter, perplexed me to the last de- 
gree. My kind aunt remarked to me at dinner 
that I seemed constantly to be expecting some- 
thing, and staring at my cabbage-patty* as 


1 Small patties filled with cabbage, rice, carrots, and so forth, also 
open patties with baked sour cream, are served with soup instead of 


bread. — TRANSLATOR. 
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though I had never seen such a thing before in 
my life.—“ Pierre, vous n’étes pas amoureux? ” 
—she exclaimed at last, after having, as a pre- 
liminary precaution, sent her companions out of 
the room. But I reassured her:—no, I was not in 
love. 


XVI 


THREE days passed. I longed to go to the 
Ratsches’. I had a feeling that in their house I 
should find the solution to all that puzzled me, 
that I could not understand. . . . But I should 
be obliged to come in contact with the veteran 
again. ... That thought deterred me. And 
behold, one tempestuous evening,—a February 
snow-storm was raging and howling out of doors, 
the dry snow was beating against the windows at 
intervals, like coarse sand hurled by a powerful 
hand,—I was sitting in my room and trying to 
read a book. My servant entered and announced, 
not without considerable mysteriousness, that a 
certain lady wished to see me. I was amazed. 
. . . Ladies were not in the habit of calling upon 
me, especially at that late hour; but I ordered 
him to show her in. The door opened, and with 
swift steps a woman entered enveloped in a 
thin, summer cloak and a yellow shawl. With 
an impetuous movement she flung off the shawl 
and cloak, all covered with snow, and I beheld be- 
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fore me Susanna. I was so astounded that I did 
not utter a word, and she walked to the window 
and, leaning her shoulders against the wall, stood 
motionless; only her breast heaved convulsively, 
and her eyes wandered, and the breath broke 
from her livid lips with a faint moan. I appre- 
hended that no ordinary calamity had brought 
her to me. I understood, notwithstanding my 
giddiness and my youth, that the fate of a whole 
life had come to a crisis at that instant before me 
—a bitter and painful fate. 

“Susanna Ivdnovna,’—I began,—“ how in 
the world... .” 

She suddenly seized my hand in her ice-cold 
fingers, but her voice failed. She breathed spas- 
modically, and dropped her eyes. Heavy locks 
of her black hair fell over her face. . . . The 
snow-dust had not yet disappeared from them. 

“Pray, calm yourself; be seated,’—I began 
again,—“‘ yonder, on the divan. What has hap- 
pened? Sit down, I entreat you.” 

“No,”’—she said in a barely-audible tone, and 


dropped down on the window-sill.—“ I ’m com- 
fortable here. . . . Let me be. . . You could not 
have expected .... but if you only knew.... 
fiat only,comldaiernk.- ifn nd 


She tried to control herself, but the tears burst 
from her eyes with shattering force—and sobs, 
impetuous, pitiful sobs, rang through the room. 
My heart contracted within me. I lost my head. 
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I had only seen Susanna a couple of times; I 
had divined that she did not find life easy; but I 
had regarded her as a proud girl with a firm char- 
acter, and all of a sudden here were these un- 
controllable, despairing tears. . . . Great heav- 
ens! Why, people weep in that way only in the 
presence of death! 

I stood as though I were myself condemned 
to death. 

“Forgive me,” —she said, at last, several times, 
almost viciously wiping one eye, then the other. 
—“T shall get over it presently. I came to 
you . . .’—She was still sobbing, but there were 
no tears now.—‘“‘I came .... You know, of 
course, that Alexander Daviditch has gone 
away?” 

By this single question Susanna confessed 
everything, and, moreover, she looked at me as 
though she wanted to say: “ Thou understandest, 
of course; thou wilt be merciful, wilt thou not?” 
The unhappy girl! It must have been that there 
was no other way open to her. 

I did not know how to answer her. . 

“He has gone away, he has gone away. . . 
He believed it!”—Susanna was saying mean- 
while.—“ He would not even ask me. He 
thought that I would not tell him the whole truth. 
He could think that of me? As though I had 
ever deceived him!” 

She bit her under lip and, bending over a little, 
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she began to scratch with her finger-nail the ice- 
patterns which had formed on the pane. I has- 
tily went into the adjoining room, and dismissing 
my servant, I immediately returned and lighted 
another candle. I did not know just why I did 
this. . . . I was extremely disturbed. 

Susanna was sitting, as before, on the window- 
sill, and only then did I notice how lightly 
she was clad. A thin grey gown with white 
buttons and a broad leather belt—that was all. 
I approached her, but she paid no attention 
to me. 

“He believed it... . he believed it,’’—she 
whispered, swaying gently from side to side.— 
“ He did not hesitate; he dealt me this last... . 


last blow! ”’—She suddenly turned toward me.— 
“Do you know his address?” 
“Yes, Susanna Ivanovna. ... I learned it 


from his people . . . at his house. He himself 
said nothing to me of his intention. I had not 
seen him for two days. I went to inquire, and 
he had already quitted Moscow.” 

“You do know his address? ’’—she repeated. — 
“Well, then, write to him that he has murdered 
me. You are a good man, I know. He did not 
talk to you about me, I am sure; but he did talk 
to me about you. Write... . akh, write to 
him to return as speedily as possible, if he wishes 
to find me still among the living! .. . But nol 
He will no longer find me! .. .” 

151 


A HAPLESS GIRL 


Susanna’s voice grew more and more hushed 
with every word, and she quieted down all over. 
But to me this composure seemed still more ter- 
rifying than her recent sobs. 

“ He believed him . . . .” she said again, and 
propped her chin on her clasped hands. 

A sudden gust of wind beat against the win- 
dow with a howl and a clatter of snow, a cold 
draught of air rushed through the room... . 
The flame of the candle flickered. . . . Susanna 
shuddered. 

Once more I begged her to seat herself on the 
divan. 

“No, no; let me be,”—she repled,—“ I am 
comfortable here. Please.” —She cowered against 
the frozen panes, as though she had found a nest 
for herself in the depths of the window.— 
“Please.” 

“But you are shivering, you are stiff with 
cold,’ —I exclaimed.—“ Look, your shoes are wet 
through.” 

“Let me alone .... please... .” she whis- 
pered, and closed her eyes. 

I was seized with affright. 

“Susanna Ivanovna!”—I almost shrieked.— 
“Come to your senses, I implore you! What ails 
you? Why this despair? Everything will be 
cleared up, you will see; there is some misunder- 
standing .... some unexpected occurrence. 
... You will see, he will soon return. I will 
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let him know; I will write to him this very day. 
- - - But I will not repeat your words to him. 


.. . How could I!” 
“He will not find me,” —said Susanna, still in 
the same quiet voice.—“ Would I have come 


hither, to a strange man, think you, if I had not 
known that I should not remain alive? Akh, all 
my last possessions have been swept away irrevo- 
cably! I did not want to die so, alone, in silence, 
without having said to any one: ‘I have lost 
everything ... and I am dying. . . Look!’” 

Again she retreated into her chilly nook. . . 
Never shall I forget that head; those immovable 
eyes, with their deep and quenched gaze; that 
dark, dishevelled hair against the pale panes of 
the window; that grey, close-fitting gown, be- 
neath whose every fold beat such young, ardent 
life! 

I involuntarily clasped my hands. 

“You... you must die, Susanna Ivanovna! 
You ought only to live. . . . You must live!” 

She gazed at me. . . My words seemed to sur- 
prise her. 

“Akh, you do not know,’—she began, and 
quietly dropped both hands.—“ I cannot live. I 
have had to suffer too much—too, too much! I 
have borne it...I hoped... but now... 
when this also has fallen to ruin....when....” 

She raised her eyes to the ceiling, and seemed 
to meditate. ‘The tragic line which I had pre- 
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viously noticed around her lips was now still 
more clearly defined; it had spread over the whole 
face. It seemed as though some pitiless finger 
had traced it irrevocably, had branded forever 
this doomed creature. 

She persistently remained silent. 

“Susanna Ivanovna,”—I said, in order, by 
some means, to break that terrible silence,—“ he 
will return, I assure you!” 

Again Susanna looked at me. 

“What do you say? ”—she articulated, with, 
evident effort. 

“He will return, Susanna Ivanovna; Alexan- 
der will return!” 

“He will return?”—she repeated.—“ But 
even if he should return, I cannot forgive him 
for this humiliation, this distrust. . . .” 

She clutched at her head. 

“My God! My God! What am I saying? 
And why am I here? What does it mean? 
What ... what did I come to ask about? ... 
and about whom? Akh, I am going mad!.. .” 

Her eyes grew fixed. 

“You wished to ask me to write to Alexander,” 
—I hastened to prompt her. 

She started. 

“Yes, write): 5. . write what. you" will’. 
And here. . .” She hurriedly fumbled in her 
pocket, and drew forth a small note-book.—“ I 
had begun to write this for him . . . before his 
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flight. . . . But, you see, he believed him... . 
he believed him! ” 

I understood that she meant Viktér. Susanna 
did not wish to mention him; she would not utter 
his hated name. 

“ But, pray, Susanna Ivdnovna,”’—I began, — 
“why do you assume that Alexander Daviditch 
had an interview .... with that man?” 

“Why? Why? But he himself came to me 
and told me all about it, and boasted of it... 
and laughed, just as his father does! Here, here, 
take this,’ —she went on, thrusting the note-book 
into my hand;—“ read it, send it to him, burn it, 


do what you like, as you like. . . . But I cannot 
die thus, without any one knowing. . . But now 
my time is up. . . . I must go.” 

She rose from the window-sill. . . . I detained 
her. 


“Where are you going, Susanna Ivanovna, 
for heaven’s sake! Listen, what a blizzard! You 
are so thinly clad. . . . And your house is not 
near here. Allow me at least to send for a car- 
riage, tor @ public cab. ...0:.. 

“T don’t want it; I want nothing,’—she said, 
obdurately repelling me, and taking her cloak 
and shawl.—‘“‘ Don’t detain me, for God’s sake! 
If you do . . . I will not be responsible for the 
consequences! I feel an abyss, a dark abyss, be- 
neath my feet. . . Don’t come near me! Don’t 
touch me! ”— With feverish haste she put on her 
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cloak, and threw the shawl around her... . 
“Farewell. . . . Farewell... . Oh, my poor, 
poor race, the race of eternal wanderers, a curse 
lies on thee! But, you see, no one loved me; why 
should he? ...” She suddenly ceased speaking. 
—“ No, one man did love me,”—she said again, 
wringing her hands,—“ but death is everywhere 
—inevitable death is everywhere! Now it is my 
turn. . . Don’t follow me,’—she cried in a 
piercing voice.—“ Don’t come! Don’t come!” 

I stood rooted to the spot, and she rushed forth, 
and a moment later I heard the heavy street-door 
bang, and again the window-frames quivered un- 
der the shocks of the snow-storm. 

I did not speedily recover myself. I had only 
just begun to live, at that time. I had expe- 
rienced neither passion nor grief, and had rarely 
been a witness of the manner in which those pow- 
erful sentiments express themselves in others. 
. .. . But the genuineness of that grief, of that 
passion, impressed me strongly. Had it not been 
for the note-book in my hands, I might have 
thought that I had dreamed all this—so remark- 
able had the whole thing been, and so like a mo- 
mentary thunder-storm had it passed off. I read 
that note-book until midnight. It consisted of 
several sheets of writing-paper, all scrawled over 
in a large, but irregular chirography, almost with- 
out erasures. Not a single line ran straight, and 
it seemed as though the tremulous quiver of the 
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hand which guided the pen could be felt in every 
one. The contents of the note-book were as fol- 
lows (I have kept it until the present time) : 


XVII 
MY STORY 


I sHatt be twenty-eight years old this year. Here are 
my first recollections: I am living in the Government of 
Tambéff, in the house of a wealthy landed proprietor, 
Ivan Matvyéevitch Koltovskdéy, in his country-house, in a 
small room on the second story. With me lives my mo- 
ther, a Jewess, the daughter of an artist, already de- 
ceased, who had been brought from abroad—a sickly 
woman with a remarkably beautiful face, as white as wax, 
and with such mournful eyes that, whenever she gazed 
long at me, I invariably felt, without even glancing at 
her, that sorrowful, sorrowful look, and began to weep, 
and ran to embrace her. Teachers come to me; I am 
taught music, and am called a young lady. I dine at 
the table of the house-master, together with my mother. 
Mr. Koltovskéy is a tall, stately man, with a majestic 
mien; he always smells of amber. I am deadly afraid of 
him, although he calls me Suzon, and allows me to kiss 
his thin, sinewy hand through his lace ruffles. With my 
mother he is exquisitely polite, but even with her he talks 
little: he will say two or three affectionate words to her, 
to which she immediately makes a hurried reply,—he will 
utter them, and then fall silent, and sit, gazing pom- 
pously around, and slowly toying with a pinch of Span- 
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ish snuff, in a round, gold snuff-box, with the monogram 
of the Empress Katherine. 

My ninth year has remained forever memorable to 
me. . . . I then learned, through the maid-servants in 
the maids’ room, that Ivdén Matvyéevitch Koltov- 
skéy was my father, and almost on that very same 
day, my mother, at his command, married Mr. Ratsch, 
who served him as a sort of manager. I could not in the 
least understand how that was possible; I was perplexed, 
I came near falling ill, my head gave way, my mind was 
dazed. “ Is it true, is it true, mamma,’”?—I asked her,— 
“that that scented bugbear”’ (that was what I called 
Ivén Matvyéitch) “is my papa?” My mother was ex- 
tremely frightened, and put her hand over my mouth. 
... “Never speak of that to any one, hearest thou, 
Susanna, hearest thou—not a word!” ... she re- 
iterated with a trembling voice, pressing my head closely 
to her breast. . . . And I really never did mention it. 
. . [ understood my mother’s command. . . . I under- 
stood that I must hold my peace, that my mother had 
implored my pardon! 

My unhappiness began at once. Mr. Ratsch did not 
love my mother, and she did not love him. He had mar- 
ried her for the sake of money, and she had been obliged 
to submit. Mr. Koltovskéy probably thought that, in 
this way, everything had been arranged in the best pos- 
sible manner—“ la position était régularisée.”’ I remem- 
ber, on the day before the wedding, my mother and I, 
clasped in each other’s arms, wept nearly the whole morn- 
ing, bitterly, bitterly, and in silence. It was no wonder 


that she held her peace. . . . What could she say to 
158 


A HAPLESS GIRL 


me? But the fact that I did not question her proves 
merely that unhappy children acquire wisdom faster 
than the happy ones . . . . to their misfortune. 

Mr. Koltovskéy continued to take an interest in my 
education, and even attached me more closely to his per- 
son. He did not converse with me . . . . but morning 
and evening, after flicking the snuff-dust from his lace 
shirt-frill with two fingers, with the same two fingers, as 
cold as ice, he tapped me on the cheek, and gave me 
some dark bonbons, which also had a scent of amber, 
and which I never ate. When I was twelve years old, I 
became his reader, “‘ sa petite lectrice.”’ I read aloud to 
him the French works of the last century, the Memoirs 
of Saint-Simon, Mably, Raynal, Helvetius, Voltaire’s 
Correspondence, the Encyclopedists, without under- 
standing anything, of course, even when he, grinning 
and narrowing his eyes, ordered me: “ Relire ce dernier 
paragraphe, qui est bien remarquable!” Ivan Mat- 
vyéevitch was a thorough Frenchman. He had lived in 
Paris until the Revolution; he remembered Marie Antoi- 
nette; he had received an invitation to the Trianon from 
her; he had seen Mirabeau, too, who, according to his 
statement, wore very large buttons—“ exagéré en tout ” 
—and was, in general, a man of very bad style—“ en 
dépit de sa naissance.”” However, Ivan Matvyéevitch 
rarely referred to that epoch; but twice or thrice in the 
course of the year he would declaim, addressing the one- 
eyed old émigré whom he supported, and whom he 
called, heaven knows why, “MM. le Commandeur,”—he 
would declaim, with his leisurely, nasal voice, an im- 
promptu, which he had once uttered at an evening party 
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of the Duchesse de Polignac. I remember only the first 
two lines. . . . (The point was a comparison between 
the Russians and the French.) 


“Taigle se plait aux régions austéres, 
Ow le ramier ne saurait habiter” .... 


“ Digne de M. de Sait Aulaire!””—M. le Comman- 
deur was wont to exclaim, on every such occasion. 

Ivan Matvyéevitch seemed youthful until the day of 
his death: his cheeks were pink, his teeth white, his eye- 
brows thick and motionless, his eyes pleasant and ex- 
pressive, his bright, black eyes, regular agate; he was 
not in the least capricious, and treated every one, even 
the servants, very courteously. . .. But great heav- 
ens! how painful it was for me to be with him, with 
what joy did I leave him every time, what evil thoughts 
agitated me in his presence! Akh, I was not to blame 
for them! . . . I was not to blame for what they made 
OFtine. Gas 

After Mr. Ratsch’s marriage, a small detached house, 
not far from the seigniorial manor, was assigned to him. 
J lived there with my mother. It was not cheerful for me 
there. A son was soon born to her, that same Viktor, 
whom I have a right to consider and to call my brother. 
After his birth, my mother’s health, which had been 
weak before that, was never restored. At that period, 
Mr. Ratsch did not consider it necessary to display that 
joviality to which he is now given: he had a constantly 
surly aspect, and tried to acquire the reputation of a 
man with executive ability. Tio me he was harsh and 
rough. I felt satisfaction when I left Ivén Matvyée- 
vitch; but I also gladly quitted our cottage... . My 
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unhappy youth! Eternally floating from one shore to 
the other, and never wishing to make a landing on 
either! Sometimes I would run across the yard, in win- 
ter, in my cold little frock, run to the manor-house to 
Ivan Matvyéevitch to read, and would seem to rejoice. 
. . - But when I arrived, and beheld those vast, gloomy 
rooms, that gay-coloured, upholstered furniture, that 
amiable and soulless old man in his silken ‘“‘dowillette,”’ 
open on the breast, in a white lace frill and white 
neckerchief, with cuffs falling over his fingers, with 
a “soupcon”’ of powder (that was the way his valet 
expressed it) on his hair, which was brushed back, my 
breath would be stopped by that stifling scent of 
amber, and my heart would sink. Ivan Matvyéevitch 
generally sat in a capacious arm-chair; on the wall, 
over his head, hung a picture, depicting a young wo- 
man, with a clear and bold expression of countenance, 
dressed in a rich Jewish costume, and all covered with 
precious stones and pearls. . . I often looked at 
that picture, but only later on did I learn that it was 
the portrait of my mother, painted by her father, to the 
order of Ivan Matvyéevitch. She had changed since 
then! He had managed to break her and humiliate 
her! ‘And she loved him! She loved that old man!” 
—I thought to myself. And yet, when I recalled certain 
glances of my mother, certain reticences and involuntary 
movements. . . . “ Yes, yes, she loved him!” I re- 
peated, with horror. Akh, God grant that no one may 
experience such sensations! 

I read to Ivan Matvyéevitch every day, sometimes for 
three or four hours in succession. . . . It was injurious 
to me to read so much and so loud. Our doctor was ap- 
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prehensive for my chest, and even mentioned the matter 
one day to Ivén Matvyéevitch. But the latter merely 
smiled (that is to say, he did not: he never smiled, but 
he puckered his lips to a point, and protruded them), 
and said to him: “‘ Vous ne savez pas ce qwil y a de res- 
sources dans cette jeunesse.” —“ But in former years, 
M. le Commandeur . . ... ” the doctor ventured to re- 
mark. Again Ivén Matvyéevitch smiled: “Vous révez, 
mon cher,” —he interrupted him:—“ le commandeur n’a 
plus de dents et il crache & chaque mot. J’aime les voix 
jeunes.” 

And I continued to read, although I coughed a great 
deal morning and night. . . . 

Sometimes Ivan Matvyéevitch made me play on the 
piano. But music had a somniferous effect on his nerves. 
His eyes immediately closed, his head gradually sank, 
and only from time to time did this become audible: 
“Crest du Steibelt, nest ce pas? Jouez moi du Stei- 
belt!’ Ivan Matvyéevitch regarded Steibelt as a great 
genius, who had managed to overcome in himself “la 
grossiére lourdeur des Allemandes,” and had but one 
complaint to make against him: “ trop de fougue! trop 
d’imagination!” . . . . But when Ivan Matvyéevitch 
noticed that I had grown weary at the piano, he offered 
me “‘dw cachow de Bologne.” 'Thus passed day after 
day. 

And then one night—a night never to be forgotten !— 
a frightful calamity overtook me. My mother died al- 
most suddenly. I had only just passed my fifteenth 
birthday. Oh, what a grief that was, in what a malig- 
nant whirlwind it swooped down upon me! How fright- 
ened I was at that first encounter with death! My poor 
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nother! Our relations had been strange: we had loved 
each other passionately . . . passionately and_ hope- 
lessly: we had both, as it were, preserved and hidden 
from ourselves our common secret, we had maintained 
persistent silence about it, although we knew, knew 
everything which went on in the depths of our hearts! 
Even about her past, her early past, my mother had not 
talked to me, and she had never complained in words, al- 
though her whole being was one dumb complaint! We 
had avoided all conversation which was in the least de- 
gree serious. Akh! I had kept on hoping that the hour 
would come when she would, at last, speak out, and I 
would speak out, and we should find relief. . . . But 
daily cares, an irresolute and timid disposition, illness, 
the presence of Mr. Ratsch, and, chief of all, that eter- 
nal question: “ What ’s the use? ” and that uncontrolla- 
ble, uninterrupted flight of time, of life... . It all 
ended with a thunder-clap, and I was fated not to hear 
from my mother’s lips not only those words which would 
have dispelled our secret, but even the ordinary words 
of farewell which precede death! All that remains in 
my memory is the exclamation of Mr. Ratsch: “ Su- 
sanna Ivdnovna, please come hither; your mother wishes 
to give you her blessing!” and then the pallid hand 
from beneath the heavy coverlet, the tortured breathing, 


the rolled-up eyes . . . Oh, enough, enough! 
On the following day, and on the day of the fu- 
neral . . with what horror, with what indignation, with 


what painful curiosity did I gaze upon the face of my 
father .... yes, of my father. His letters had been 
found in her casket. It seemed to me that he had turned 
a little pale and had grown thin... . but no! No- 
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thing stirred in that petrified soul! Exactly as of yore, 
he summoned me to his study, after the lapse of a week; 
in exactly the same voice did he request me to read: “ Si 
vous voulez bien, les observations sur Vhistoire de France, 
de Mably, ala page 74 . . . la, o& nous avons été inter- 
rompus.” And he had not even ordered my mother’s 
portrait to be removed! It is true that, on dismissing 
me, he called me to him, and giving me his hand to kiss 
a second time, he said: ‘* Suzanne, la mort de votre mére 
vous a privée de votre apput naturel; mais vous pour- 
rez toujours compter sur ma protection,” but immedi- 
ately gave me a slight push on the shoulder with the 
other hand, and with his customary screwing-up of the 
lips, he added: “ Allez, mon enfant.” I would have 
liked to scream at him: “‘ Why, of course, you are my 
father!” but I said nothing, and left the room. 

Early on the following morning, I went to the ceme- 
tery. The month of May was then in its full beauty of 
flowers and foliage, and I sat for a long time on the 
newly-made grave. I did not weep, I did not grieve; 
only one thing kept whirling through my brain: “ Dost 
thou hear, mamma? He wants to show me his protec- 
tion!” And it seemed to me that my mother would not 
be pained by the smile which involuntarily came to my 
lips. 

I sometimes ask myself: What was it that made me so 
persistently desire, seek after—not a confession ... . 
to what end! but at least one warm, paternal word from 
Ivan Matvyéevitch? Was not I aware what sort of a 
man he was, and how little he resembled what I had im- 
agined in my reveries a father to be? . . . But I was 
alone, so entirely alone on the earth! And then, that 
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ever-importunate thought gave me no peace: “ But she 
loved him? There was some reason for her loving him? ” 

Three years more passed. No change had taken place 
in our monotonous life, which was measured out and 
calculated beforehand. Viktér was growing up. I was 
nine years older than he, and would gladly have taken 
charge of him, but Mr. Ratsch was opposed to this. 
He provided for him a nurse, who was to keep strict 
watch over him, so that the child should not “ get 
spoiled ”; that is, I was not to be permitted to come near 
him. And Viktér himself was shy of me. One day, Mr. 
Ratsch came to my chamber in a perturbed, agitated, 
vicious mood. Already, on the preceding day, evil ru- 
mours concerning my stepfather had reached my ears: 
people asserted that he had been caught embezzling a 
considerable sum, and taking bribes from a merchant. 

“You can help me,’—he began, drumming impa- 
tiently on the table with his fingers.—‘‘ Go, entreat Ivan 
Matvyéevitch on my behalf.” 

“ Entreat? On what ground?—what about? ” 

“Intercede for me. . . I’m not a stranger to you, 
you know. I am accused. . . Well, in a word, I may 
be left without a morsel of bread, and you also.” 

‘But how can I go to him? How can I trouble him? ” 

“The idea! You have a right to trouble him!” 

* What right, Ivan Demydanitch? ” 

“Come, none of your pretending. He cannot refuse 
you, for many reasons. Is it possible that you don’t 
understand me? ” 

He stared me audaciously in the eye, and I felt that 
my cheeks were fairly burning. Hatred, scorn arose 
within me on the instant—surged in a flood, drowned me. 
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“Yes, I understand you, Ivan Demyanitch,”—I an- 
swered him at last. My voice seemed unrecognisable to 
me myself: “ And I will not go to Ivan Matvyéevitch, 
and I will not entreat him. If we are to be deprived of 
bread, so be it!” 

Mr. Ratsch started, ground his teeth, clenched his 
fists. 

“‘ Well, never you mind, Tzarévna Melikitrisa!”—he 
whispered hoarsely.—“ Ill pay you off for this!” 

That very day, Ivan Matvyéevitch summoned him to 
him, menaced him with his cane, that same cane which 
he had once received in exchange from the Duc de La 
Rochefoucauld, and shouted: “* You are a scoundrel and 
a self-seeker !. Ill put you on the outside! ” (Ivan Mat- 
vyéevitch was hardly able to speak Russian, and despised 


our “coarse jargon,” “ 


ce jargon vulgaire et rude.” 
Some one once said, in his presence: “ That is a self-evi- 
dent fact.” Ivdn Matvyéevitch flew into a rage, and 
thereafter frequently cited this phrase as an example of 
the absurdity and clumsiness of the Russian language. 
“What ’s ‘ That is a self-evident fact’? ” he was wont 
to inquire in Russian, emphasising every syllable. “ And 
why not say simply: ‘ That is evident,’ and why say: ‘ A 
self-evident fact ’?’’) 

Ivan Matvyéevitch did not turn Mr. Ratsch out of 
doors, however ; he did not even deprive him of his post. 
But my stepfather kept his word: he paid me off for 
that. 

I began to observe a change in Ivdn Matvyéevitch. 
He began to grow melancholy and bored; his health gave 
way. His fresh, rosy face grew sallow and wrinkled; 
one of his front teeth dropped out. He ceased entirely 
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to go about, and put an end to the reception days, with 
refreshment, which he had instituted for the peasants, 
without the assistance of the clergy —“ sans le concours 
du clergé.” On such days, Ivan Matvyéevitch, with a 
rose in his buttonhole, had been wont to receive the peas- 
ants in the hall? or on the balcony, and, touching his 
lips to a small silver-clasped glass of vodka, he had been 
wont to make them a speech, in the following style: 
“You are as satisfied with my deeds as I am satisfied 
with your zeal: I am sincerely delighted at this. We 
are all brethren; birth itself makes us equals: I drink 
to your health!” He bowed to them, and the peasants 
made him a reverence to the girdle, and not to the 
ground, which was strictly prohibited. The entertain- 
ment continued, as before, but Ivan Matvyéevitch no 
longer showed himself to his subjects. Sometimes he in- 
terrupted my reading with exclamations: “La machine 
se détraque! Cela se gate!”’ His very eyes, those bril- 
liant, stony eyes, grew dim and appeared to diminish in 
size: he fell into a doze more frequently than of yore, 
and sighed heavily in his slumbers. 

The only thing which underwent no change was his 
treatment of me; there was merely a shade of chival- 
rous courtesy added. He rose from his arm-chair, al- 
though with difficulty, every time I entered the room, 
he escorted me to the door, supporting me with his hand 
under my elbow, and instead of Suzon, he began to call _ 


me, now, “ Ma chére demoiselle,” again, “Mon Anti- 
gone.” M. le Commandeur had died, a couple of years 


after the death of my mother, and, apparently, his 
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1 A large music-room, ball-room, winter play-room, general utility- 
room in Russian houses.— TRANSLATOR. 
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death was a far deeper shock to Ivan Matvyéevitch. 
His contemporary had vanished: that is what disturbed 
him. And nevertheless, M. le Commmandeur’s sole service 
had consisted, of late, in his exclaiming: “ Bien joué, 
mal réussi!”’ every time that Ivan Matvyéevitch, when 
playing billiards with Mr. Ratsch, made a failure, or did 
not pocket his ball. Also, when Ivan Matvyéevitch ad- 
dressed to him at table a question, in the nature, for ex- 
ample, of the following: “ N’est ce pas, M. le Comman- 
deur, c’est Montesquieu qui a dit cela dans ses Lettres 
Persanes? ’’ the latter, sometimes spilling a spoonful 
of soup on his cuff, replied, with profundity of thought: 
“ Ah, Monsieur de Montesquieu? Un grand écrivain, 
monsieur, un grand écrivain!”’ Only, one day, when 
Ivan Matvyéevitch said to him that “les théophilan- 
tropes ont ew pourtant dw bon! ”’—the old man cried 
out, in an agitated voice: “‘ Monsieur de Kolontouskoi! ” 
(in the course of five-and-twenty years, he had never 
learned to pronounce his patron’s name correctly) 
“* Monsieur de Kolontouskoi! Leur fondateur, Vinstiga- 
teur de ce cette secte, ce La Reveillére Lepeaua, était un 
bonnet rouge! ”—“ Non, non,” said Ivan Matvyéevitch, 
grinning and taking a pinch of snuff :—“ des fleurs, des 
jeunes vierges, le culte de la Nature .... ils ont ew du 
bon, ils ont ew du bon!” .... I always was surprised at 
the extent of Ivan Matvyéevitch’s knowledge, and at the 
uselessness of his knowledge, so far as he himself was 
concerned. 

Ivan Matvyéevitch was evidently in a decline, but he 
still made an effort to stand firm. One day, two or three 
weeks before his death, he had a violent fit of dizziness 
immediately after dinner. He reflected, said: “ C’est la 
fin,” and, when he had recovered and rested, he wrote a 
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letter to Petersburg, to his sole heir, a brother, with 
whom he had had no intercourse for twenty years. On 
hearing of Ivén Matvyéevitch’s illness, one of his neigh- 
bours came to call, a German, a Roman Catholic, for- 
merly a renowned physician, who was living quietly in 
his little hamlet. He very rarely came to Ivan Matvyée- 
vitch’s, but the latter always received him with special 
attention, and, in general, had a great respect for him. 
The old man advised Ivan Matvyéevitch to send for the 
priest, but Ivan Matvyéevitch replied that “Ces mes- 
sieurs et moi, nous n’avons rien & nous dire,” and re- 
quested him to change the subject; but after his neigh- 
bour had departed, he gave orders to his valet in ad- 
vance not to admit any one henceforth. Then he ordered 
me to be called to him. 

I was frightened when I saw him: blue spots had 
made their appearance under his eyes, his face had 
grown long and wooden, his jaw hung loosely.—“Vous 
voila grande, Suzon,” he said, pronouncing the conso- 
nants with difficulty, but still making an effort to smile 
(I was then nineteen years of age).—““Vous allez peut- 
étre bientot rester seule. Soyez toujours sage et ver- 
tueuse. C'est la derniére recommandation dun... .” 
He coughed ... . “ d’un vieillard qui vous veut du bien. 
Je vous ai recommandé a mon fréere et je ne doute pas 
qu’il ne respecte mes volontés. ...” He coughed again, 
and anxiously felt of his chest.—“ Du reste, j’espére 
encore pouvoir faire quelque chose pour vous... . 
dans mon testament.” 

This last phrase cut me to the heart like a knife. 
Akh, this was too... . too scornfully insulting! 
Ivan Matvyéevitch, in all probability, attributed to 
another feeling—a feeling of grief or of gratitude— 
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that which was expressed on my face, and, as though 
desirous of comforting me, he patted my shoulder, at 
the same time affectionately pushing me off, as usual, 
and said:—“* Voyons, mon enfant, du courage! nous 
sommes tous mortels. Et puis, il n'y a pas encore de 
danger. Ce n'est cu’une précaution que j'ai cru prendre. 
dees Allez? 

As on that other occasion, when he had summoned me 
to him, after my mother’s death, I again felt like cry- 
ing out to him: “ But I am your daughter! I am your 
daughter!” ‘“ But,” I said to myself, “ in those words, 
in that cry of the heart, he will probably hear only a de- 
sire to claim my rights, rights to the inheritance, to his 
money... . Oh, not on any account! I will say 
nothing to this man, who never once has mentioned my 
mother’s name in my presence, in whose eyes I am of so 
little importance that he has never even taken the 
trouble to find out whether I am aware of my parentage! 
But perhaps he suspected that, and knew it, and did not 
wish to kick up a row (his favourite expression, and the 
only Russian phrase he employed), did not wish to de- 
prive himself of his good reader with the youthful voice! 
No! no! Let him remain as guilty toward his daughter 
as he was toward her mother! Let him carry both those 
crimes into the grave with him! I swear it, I swear it; 
never shall he hear from my mouth that word, which 
ought to ring with a sweet and sacred sound in the ears 
of all men! I will not say to him: ‘Father!’ I will 
not forgive him on behalf of my mother and of myself! 
He does not need that forgiveness, or that appellation. 
. . . It cannot be, it cannot be, that he needs it! But 
there shall be no forgiveness for him—none, none!” 
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God knows whether I should have kept my oath, and 
whether my heart would not have relented—whether I 
might not have conquered my timidity, my shame, my 
pride... . but the selfsame thing happened in the 
case of Ivan Matvyéevitch which had happened in my 
mother’s. Death carried him off quite as unexpectedly ; 
at night, also. The same Mr. Ratsch awakened me, and 
hastened with me to the manor-house, to Iv4n Matvyée- 
vitch’s bedroom. . . . But I did not find even those last 
movements which precede death, which had stamped 
themselves in ineffaceable outlines upon my memory at 
my mother’s bedside. On the lace-trimmed pillows lay a 
thin, dark-hued puppet with a pointed nose and dishev- 
elled grey brows. . . . I shrieked with affright, with | 
loathing, flew out of the room, and, at the door, ran 
into bearded men in long peasant coats, with red, festi- 
val girdles, and I no longer remember how I. got into 
the open air... . 

They related afterward that when the valet ran into 
the room, in answer to a violent ringing of the bell, he 
found Ivan Matvyéevitch not in the bed, but a couple 
of paces from it. He was sitting, writhing, on the floor, 
it was said, and repeated twice in succession: ‘‘ Who 
could have expected this!” And those, they said, were 
his last words. But that I cannot believe. Why should 
he have spoken Russian’ at such a moment, and in 
such terms! 

For two whole weeks we awaited the arrival of the new 


1 The purely and characteristically Russian proverb here employed 
means literally: ‘‘ Here, grandmother, is St. George’s Day!’’—which 
contains a historical reference to the original binding of the serfs to 
the soil. It may also be rendered: ‘‘ This is the end!’’—TRans.aror. 
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master Semyén Matvyéevitch Koltovskéy. He sent 
orders that nothing was to be touched, nothing changed, 
no one’s position altered until his personal inspection. 
All the doors, all the furniture, chests, tables—every- 
thing—were locked and sealed. All the people grew 
gloomy, and were on their guard. I suddenly became 
one of the principal persons in the house. I had been 
called “the young lady ” before this; but now that word 
assumed a somewhat different sense, was uttered with 
peculiar emphasis. A whispering arose: “The old 
master died suddenly,” it said, “and they did not 
have time to summon the priest to him, and he had not 
been to confession for a very long time; but it does n’t 
take long to write a will, you know.” 

Mr. Ratsch also considered it advisable to alter his 
mode of action. He did not pretend to be good-natured 
and affectionate,—he knew that he could not deceive me, 
—but churlish meekness was depicted on his countenance: 
as much as to say, “ You see, I submit.” All fawned 
on me, tried to win my favour . . . and I did not know 
what to do, how to act, and was only astonished that 
these people did not understand that they were insult- 
ing me. At last Semyén Matvyéevitch arrived. 

Semyon Matvyéevitch was ten years younger than 
Ivan Matvyéevitch, and had travelled all his life along 
an entirely different road. He had been in the Govern- 
ment service in Petersburg, he occupied an important 
post. . . . He had been married, and had early become 
a widower; he had one son. In face, Semyén Matvyée- 
vitch resembled his elder brother, but in stature he was 
shorter and thicker; he had a round bald head, the same 
brilliant black eyes as Ivan Matvyéevitch, except that 
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they were languishing, and thick, red lips. In contrast 
to his brother, whom, even after his death, he referred 
to as “the French philosopher,” and sometimes simply 
as “the crank,” Semyén Matvyéevitch almost always 
spoke Russian, loudly, volubly, and laughed incessantly, 
at which times he closed his eyes tightly and shook all 
over in an unpleasant way, as though he were shaking 
with ague. He set to work very sternly, entered into 
everything, demanded the fullest accounting from 
every one. 

On the very first day of his arrival, he invited the 
priest, with his whole ecclesiastical staff, to come, and 
commanded him to celebrate a prayer-service with bless- 
ing of water, and sprinkle the water everywhere, in all the 
rooms in the house, even in the garrets, even in the cel- 
lars, in order, as he expressed it, “ radically to expel the 
Voltairean and Jacobinian spirit.” And during the first 
week several of Ivin Matvyéevitch’s favourites flew out 
of their places; one, even, was sent to a distance as a 
settler ; others were subjected to bodily chastisement ; and 
even the aged valet himself,—he was a Turk by birth, 
knew the French language, and had been given to Ivan 
Matvyéevitch by the late Field-Marshal Kamensky,— 
that same valet received his freedom, it is true, but in 
company with it an order to take his departure within 


twenty-four hours, ‘ 


‘in order that he might not be a 
temptation to others.” Semyon Matvyéevitch proved 
to be a strict master; probably many regretted the de- 
ceased. ‘“ With the dear little father, with Ivan 
Matvyéevitch,” lamented one already completely de- 
crepit old butler, “the sole anxiety we had was that 


clean linen should be provided, that the rooms should 
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smell well, and that the voices of the servants should not 
be audible in the anteroom.—God forbid that! Other- 
wise there ’d be the very devil to pay! The late master 
never hurt a fly in all his life. Well, now, calamity! 
There’s nothing left but to die!” With equal swift- 
ness did my position undergo a change—that is to say, 
the position into which I had fallen for a few days, and 
against my will.... Among Ivan Matvyéevitch’s 
papers no will was found, not a single line, written to 
my advantage. Every one suddenly fled from me. . 

I am not speaking of Mr. Ratsch, but all the rest were 
vexed with me, and tried to show me their vexation: just 
as though I had deceived them. One Sunday, after the 
Liturgy, which he always listened to inside the sanc- 
tuary,! Semyén Matvyéevitch summoned me to him. 
Until that day, I had seen him, caught glimpses of him, 
and he, apparently, had not noticed me. He received 
me in his study, standing by the window. He wore an 
undress-uniform coat, with the stars of two Orders. I 
halted near the door; my heart was beating violently 
with terror and another feeling, undefined as yet, but 
already oppressive.—“* I wished to see you, young girl,” 
—began Semyén Matvyéevitch, looking first at my feet, 
and then suddenly at my face,—that look fairly dealt 
me a blow:—‘‘ I wished to see you, in order to announce 
to you my decision, and my indubitable inclination to be 
of service to you.” He raised his voice.—‘* Of course, 
you have no rights whatsoever, but as . . . . my bro- 
ther’s reader, you may always count upon my . . . upon 


1 Men are allowed, at the discretion of the clergy, to enter the 
sanctuary by a side door, and remain during the service. Women 
cannot go behind the ikonostasis (image-screen—chancel-rails), un- 
less it be nuns, in their convent church,— TRaNsLaror. 
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my consideration. Iam, .. . . of course, convinced of 
your good sense, and of your principles. Mr. Ratsch, 
your stepfather, has already received from me the requi- 
site instructions. I must say, in addition, that your for- 
tunate personal appearance serves me as a guarantee of 
your noble sentiments.” Semyén Matvyéevitch suddenly 
burst into a shrill laugh, and I... . I did not take 
offence, but I felt sorry for myself . . . and on the in- 
stant realised that I was an orphan, bereft of both father 
and mother. Semyén Matvyéevitch advanced to the 
table with short, firm steps, took from a drawer a packet 
of bank-notes, and thrusting it into my hand, added :— 
* Here is a small sum from me, by way of pin-money. I 
shall not forget you hereafter, either, my dear, and now, 
farewell, and be a sensible girl.” 

I took the packet mechanically—I would have taken 
anything he might have given me—and returning to my 
own chamber, I wept for a long time, as I sat on my bed. 
I did not notice that I had dropped the packet on the 
floor. Mr. Ratsch found it, and picked it up, and after 
asking me what I intended to do with it, kept it himself. 

His lot had then undergone a significant change. 
After several interviews with Semyén Matvyéevitch, he 
became a great favourite with him, and soon received the 
post of manager-in-chief. From that time forth, that 
joviality, that everlasting guffaw, made its appearance 
in him: at first, he wished thereby to curry favour with 
his patron... . later on, it became a habit. From 
that time forth, he became a Russian patriot. Semyon 
Matvyéevitch was wedded to everything national; he 
called himself a real Russian, jeered at foreign clothing, 
which he wore, nevertheless; he banished to a distant 
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village the cook, to whom Iv4n Matvyéevitch had paid 
big wages,—banished him because he did not know how 
to prepare salt-cucumber soup with the necks of geese. 
From his post inside the sanctuary in church, Semy6on 
Matvyéevitch joined his voice to the chanter’s, and when 
the village maidens assembled for their choral dances, 
and to sing their ballads, he sang with them and stamped 
with them, and pinched their cheeks. . . . But he 
speedily went off to Petersburg, and left my stepfather 
practically the full master of the estate. 

Bitter days began for me. . . . My sole consolation 
was music, and I devoted myself to it with all my soul. 
Luckily, Mr. Ratsch was extremely busy, but on every 
convenient opportunity, he made me feel his enmity; in 


accordance with his promise, he ‘ 


‘paid me off ” for my 
refusal. He harassed me; he made me copy his long and 
lying reports to Semyén Matvyéevitch, and correct his 
orthographical errors therein; I was forced to obey him 
unquestioningly, and obey him I did. He declared that 
he would tame me, that he would make me as pliable as 
silk. ‘* Why have you such rebellious eyes?” he some- 
times shouted at me at dinner, as he guzzled beer and 
thumped the table with his palm: “ Perhaps you are 
thinking: ‘I’m as dumb as a sheep, so I’m all 
right. . ..’ No! You will be pleased to look at me 
like a sheep also!” 

My position became revolting, unendurable . . . my 
heart hardened. Something dangerous began to rise 
up within me more and more frequently; I spent 
the nights without sleep and without a light, thinking, 
thinking all the while, and a frightful resolve ripened 
in the outward darkness, the inward gloom. The arrival 
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of Semyén Matvyéevitch imparted another turn to my 
thoughts. 

No one was expecting him: the autumn had long since 
set in. It appeared that he had retired from the service, 
on account of an unpleasantness: he had hoped to obtain 
the ribbon of St. Alexander Névsky—and he had re- 
ceived a snuff-box. Dissatisfied with the Government, 
which did not value his talent, with the society of Peters- 
burg, which showed him small sympathy and did not 
share his wrath, he decided to settle down in the country, 
to devote himself to the management of his estate. He 
came alone. His son, Mikhail Semyénitch, arrived later 
on, for the holidays, about New Year’s Day. My step- 
father spent nearly all his time in Semyén Matvyée- 
vitch’s study: he was a greater favourite than ever. He 
left me in peace: he was in no mood to trouble himself 
about me then. . . . 

Semyén Matvyéevitch had taken it into his head to set 
up a paper-mill. Mr. Ratsch knew nothing whatever 
about manufacturing affairs, and Semyén Matvyéevitch 
was aware that he knew nothing; but, on the other hand, 
my stepfather was “executive” (a favourite word at 
that time), “an Araktchéeff!” 4 That was precisely 
what Semyén Matvyéevitch called him: “my Arak- 
tchéeff!” ‘That ’s enough for me,” declared Semyoén 
Matvyéevitch, “in conjunction with zeal; I Il do the 
guiding myself.” Nevertheless, in the midst of the in- 
numerable cares connected with the mill, the estate, the 

1A disinterested but harsh and reactionary administrator and 
favourite, in the reign of Alexander I, whose friendship he won, 
originally, through his devotion to the memory of the Emperor 


Paul I (Alexander’s father), the instrument of whose tyranny he 
had been. — TRANSLATOR. 
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establishment of an office, and office routine, of new con- 
ditions and functions, Semyén Matvyéevitch managed to 
take notice of me. One evening I was summoned to the 
drawing-room, and made to play the piano: Semyén 
Matvyéevitch was still less fond of music than his dead 
brother had been, but he approved of me, and thanked 
me, and on the following day I was invited to the dinner- 
table. After dinner, Semyén Matvyéevitch chatted with 
me for quite a long time, interrogated me, sometimes 
laughed at my answers, although, as I recall them, there 
was nothing amusing about them, and stared so 
strangely at me. . . . I felt uncomfortable. I did not 
like his eyes; I did not like their frank expression, their 
brilliant gaze. . . . It always seemed to me as though 
that very frankness concealed something evil, that be- 
neath that brilliant gleam his soul was dark down below. 
“You shall not be my reader,” Semyén Matvyéevitch 
announced to me, at last, pluming himself and sprucing 
himself up, in a fastidious sort of way: ‘I’m not blind 
yet, thank God, and I can read for myself; but my 
coffee tastes more delicious from your hands, and it will 
give me pleasure to listen to your piano-playing.” From 
that day forth, I went regularly to dine at the manor- 
house, and remained in the drawing-room until the even- 
ing, sometimes. I, also, like my stepfather, had been 
taken into favour; it was no joy to me. I must confess 
that Semyén Matvyéevitch did show me some respect; 
but I felt that there was something about the man which 
repelled, which frightened me. And that “something” 
was expressed not in words, but in his eyes, in those evil 
eyes, and in his laugh. He never talked with me about 
my father, about his brother, and it seemed to me that 
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he avoided discussing him, not because he did not wish 
to arouse in me ambitious thoughts, or claims, but for 
another reason, which I was not able to enter into at the 
time, but which made me wonder and blush. . . . His son, 
Mikhail Semyénitch, arrived for the Christmas holidays. 

Akh! I feel that I cannot continue as I have begun; 
these memories are too painful. Especially at this time 
is it impossible for me to narrate quietly. . . . And why 
should I dissimulate? I fell in love with Mikhail, and 
he fell in love with me. 

How this came about, I will not relate either. I 
know that from the very first evening, when he en- 
tered the drawing-room (I was sitting at the piano, 
and playing a sonata by Weber), when he entered, 
handsome and stately, in a velvet fur-lined coat of 
peasant fashion and felt boots, just as he was, straight 
from the cold air, and, shaking his frost-rimed sable cap, 
before he greeted his father, darted a swift glance at 
me and was amazed,—I know that, from that even- 
ing, I could not forget him, could not forget his kind, 
young face. He began to speak... . and his voice 
fairly adhered to my heart. . . . It was a manly and 
gentle voice, and such an honest, honest soul spoke in its 
every sound! Semyén Matvyéevitch rejoiced at his son’s 
arrival, and embraced him, but immediately inquired :— 
“ For a fortnight? hey? On leave? Hey?”—and sent 
me away. I sat for a long time at my window, and stared 
at the lights which flitted through the rooms of the 
manor-house. I watched them; I listened to the new, 
unfamiliar voice ; I was interested in that lively turmoil, 
and something new, strange, and withal bright, darted 
through my soul... . 
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On the following day, before dinner, I had my first 


conversation with him. He ran in to see my stepfather 
on an errand for Semyén Matvyéevitch, and found me 
in our little drawing-room. I was on the point of retir- 
ing; he detained me. He was very vivacious and easy 
in all his movements and in his speech; he had not a 
trace of arrogance or insolence, of the scornful tone of 
the capital, nor of the military man, nor of the guards- 
man. . . . On the contrary, there was something caress- 
ing, almost shamefaced, about his very ease of manner, as 
though he were begging us to pardon him. The eyes of 
some people never laugh, even at moments of laughter ; 
his lips almost never changed their fine mould, but his 
eyes smiled almost uninterruptedly. So we chatted 
about an hour .. .. what it was about, I do not re- 
member; all I do remember is, that I looked him in the 
eye the whole time, and I felt so much at my ease with 
him! In the evening I played the piano. He was very 
fond of music; he sat in an arm-chair, and, resting his 
curly head on his hand, listened attentively. Not once 
did he praise me, but I understood that my playing 
pleased him, and I played with passion. Semydén Mat- 
vyéevitch, who was sitting by the side of his son, and 
looking over plans, suddenly frowned.—“ Come, ma- 
dam,” —said he, pluming himself and buttoning up his 
coat, as usual:—‘ that will do; what do you mean by 
rattling away there, like a canary-bird? It’s enough to 
give one a headache. I don’t believe you are exerting 
yourself in that way for old fellows like myself ”—he 
added in an undertone, and again ordered me to begone. 

Michel followed me with his eyes to the door, and rose 
from his chair.—‘ Whither away? whither away? ”— 
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shouted Semyén Matvyéevitch, and suddenly burst out 
_ laughing, and then said something more. . . I could not 
catch his words; but Mr. Ratsch, who was present also, 
in a corner of the drawing-room (he was always “ pres- 
ent,” and on this occasion he had brought the plans), 
laughed obsequiously, and his laughter reached my ears. 
. . . The same thing, or almost the same thing, hap- 
pened again on the following evening. . . . Semyén 
Matvyéevitch suddenly cooled off toward me, and laid 
me under a ban. 

Four days later, I met Michel in the corridor which 
separated the manor-house into two parts. He took my 
hand, and led me into a room which adjoined the dining- 
room, and was called the portrait-room. I followed him, 
not without agitation, but with complete confidence. I 
think I would have gone to the end of the world with him 
then, although I did not, as yet, suspect what he had 
become to me. Akh, I had grown attached to him with 
all the passion, with all the despair of a young being 
who not only has no one to love, but who feels herself to 
be an unbidden and superfluous guest among strangers, 
among persons hostilely disposed toward her! .. . 

Michel told me. . . And, strange to say! I gazed 
boldly and straight at him,—while he did not look at 
me, and flushed slightly,—he told me that he understood 
my position, and sympathised with me, and begged me 
to forgive his father. . . . “ As for myself,’’—he added, 
—“T entreat you always to trust me, and you must 
know that to me you are a sister, yes, a sister.” —Here 
he pressed my hand warmly. I grew confused, and 
dropped my eyes in my turn; I seemed to have been ex- 
pecting something else, some other word. Nevertheless, I 
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began to thank him.—“No, please,”’—he interrupted 
me,—‘“‘do not speak like that. . . . But remember: it 
is the duty of brothers to defend their sisters, and if 
you should stand in need of defence,—against any one 
whomsoever,—rely on me. I have not been here long, 
—but I already understand a great deal... . and, 
among other things, I have come to understand your 
stepfather.”—Again he pressed my hand, and went 
away. 

I learned, later on, that Michel had felt an aversion 
for Mr. Ratsch from their very first meeting. Mr. 
Ratsch had tried to win his good-will; but when he be- 
came convinced that his efforts were unavailing, he im- 
mediately took up a hostile attitude toward him, and not 
only did not conceal this from Semyén Matvyéevitch, 
but, on the contrary, tried to make a display of it, at 
the same time expressing regret that he had no luck 
with the young heir. Mr. Ratsch had made a thorough 
study of Semyén Matvyéevitch’s character: his calcu- 
lation proved to be correct. ‘* That man’s devotion to me 
is above suspicion, because when I am gone, he is ruined; 
my heir cannot endure him” .. . . this idea took firm 
root in the old man’s mind. It is said that all people 
who hold power are readily caught by this bait, as they 
grow old—the bait of exclusive, personal devotion. . 

Not without cause had Semyén Matvyéevitch called 
Mr. Ratsch “his Araktchéeff”. . . . He might have 
given him another name. “ Thow never contradictest 
me,” he was accustomed to say to him. He had begun 
to address him as “thou” almost from the very day of 
his arrival, and my stepfather gazed fondly at Semyén 
Matvyéevitch’s lips, lolled his head on one side, like a 
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helpless orphan, and laughed good-naturedly, as much 
as to say: “ Here ’s the whole of me; I’m wholly yours ” 
.... Akh! I feel my hand tremble, and my heart fairly 
thump against the edge of the table on which I am writ- 


ing at this moment. . . . It is terrible to me to recall 
those days, and my blood begins to boil. . . . But I will 
tell all, to the very end . . . . to the very end. 


Mr. Ratsch’s manner toward me assumed a new tinge 
during the period of my brief exaltation to favour. He 
began to treat me with obsequiousness, to be respectfully 
familiar with me, exactly as though I had acquired wis- 
dom and had become more intimate with him.—‘“* You ’ve 
stopped making wry faces,’”’—he said to me one day, on 
his return from the manor-house to our wing.—“ I ap- 
prove! All those virtues, those sensibilities, those various 
airs and graces, in one word, are no business of ours, 
young lady, no business of paupers!”?—But when I fell 
out of favour, and Michel no longer considered it neces- 
sary to hide either his scorn for him or his sympathy for 
me, Mr. Ratsch suddenly redoubled his harshness; he 
kept watching me constantly, as though I were capable 
of any sort of crime, and ought to have a tight hand 
kept over me.—‘* You just look out,”—he shouted, pre- 
cipitating himself, without asking permission, into my 
room, in muddy boots, and with his cap on his head.— 
**T won’t stand anything of the sort, you know! Don’t 
you put on any airs with me! You can’t impose on me, 
and I ll humble your pride!””— And then, one morning, 
he announced to me that Semyén Matvyéevitch had is- 
sued an order that henceforth I was not to present 
myself at the dinner-table without a special invita- 
bi es ae 
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I know not how all this would have turned out, had 
not an event occurred which finally decided my fate. . . . 
Michel was passionately fond of horses. He took it into 
his head to break in a young trotter. The horse ran 
away, began to kick, and flung him out of the sledge. 
. . . He was brought home unconscious, with a dislo- 
cated arm, and his chest crushed. The old man was thor- 
oughly frightened, and summoned the best doctors from 
the town. They helped Michel, but he was obliged to lie 
still fora month. He did not play cards; the doctors had 
forbidden him to talk; it was awkward to read, holding 
the book in one hand only. It ended in Semyén Matvyée- 
vitch himself sending me to his son, in the capacity of 
reader, in memory of the olden days. Then began hours 
never to be forgotten! I went to Michel immediately after 
dinner, and sat at a small round table, by the half-veiled 
window. He lay in a small room off the drawing-room, 
against the rear wall, on a broad leather divan, in the 
‘“* Empire” style, with a gilded bas-relief on the high, 
straight back; this bas-relief depicted a wedding proces- 
sion of the ancients. Michel’s pale, half-recumbent head 
immediately turned on the pillow, with the face toward 
me; he smiled with the whole of his bright face, tossed 
back his soft, damp hair, and said to me in a soft voice: 
“Good morning, my kind, my dear one!” I took my 
book— Walter Scott’s romances were then at the height 
of their fame—and the reading of ‘ Ivanhoe” has re- 
mained especially memorable to me. . .. How my voice in- 
voluntarily rang out and trembled, when I reproduced 
Rebecca’s speeches! For Jewish blood flowed in my veins 
also, and did not my fate resemble her fate,—was not 
I nursing a beloved sick man, even as she did? Every 
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time that I tore my eyes from the pages of the book and 
raised them to him, I met his eyes, with that same bril- 
lant, quiet smile of the whole face. We talked very little; 
the door leading into the drawing-room was always open, 
and some one was always sitting there; but when silence 
reigned there, I stopped reading, I myself know not 
why, and dropped the book on my lap, and gazed im- 
movably at Michel, and he gazed at me, and we were both 
happy, and somehow joyous, and ashamed, and at such 
times we told each other everything, everything, without 
a movement, and without words. Akh! Our hearts drew 
together, they advanced to meet each other, as subterra- 
nean rivulets flow together, unseen, unheard . . . . and 
inseparably. 

**Do you know how to play chess or draughts? ”— 
he asked me one day. 

*T know how to play chess a little,”,—I replied. 

“Well, that ’s capital. Order the board to be 
brought, and move up the table.” 

I seated myself beside the divan, but my heart fairly 
died within me, and I dared not look at Michel. .. . 
But from the window, clear across the room, how freely 
I had gazed at him! 

I began to set out the chessmen. . . . My fingers 
trembled. 

“JT didn’t do it... . for the sake of playing with 
YOU ls 7 . said Michel, in a low tone, as he, also, 
set out the pieces,—‘“ but in order that you might be 
nearer to me.” 

I made no reply, and without asking who should 
play first, I moved a pawn. . . . Michel did not respond 
to my play. ...I1 glanced at him. With his head 


185 


A HAPLESS GIRL 


thrust slightly forward, all pale, with imploring eyes, he 
directed my attention to my hand. 

Whether I understood him . . . . I do not remember, 
but something instantaneously, like a whirlwind, circled 
in my brain. . . . In confusion, hardly breathing, I 
grasped the queen, and moved her somewhere or other, 
clear across the board. Michel swiftly bent over, and 
capturing my fingers with his lips, and pressing them 
to the board, began to kiss them silently and eagerly. 
. . . I could not, I would not withdraw them; with the 
other hand, I covered my face, and tears, as I now recall 
the circumstances, cold but blissful . . . oh, what bliss- 
ful tears! . . .. dropped one by one on the table. 
Akh, I knew, with all my heart, I felt then in whose 
power my hand was! I knew that he who held it was no 
boy, carried away by a momentary impulse, no Don 
Juan, no military Lovelace, but the noblest, the best of 
men . . . and he loved me! 

“Oh, my Susanna!”—I heard Michel’s whisper :— 
“J will never cause you to shed any other sort of 
hears: <r 

He was mistaken. . . . He did. 

But why should I linger over these memories .. . 
especially, especially now! 

Michel and I vowed that we would belong to each 
other. He knew that Semyén Matvyéevitch would never 
allow him to marry me, and he did not hide this fact 
from me. I myself had no doubt on that point, and I 
rejoiced, not that Michel did not behave craftily: he 
could not behave craftily:—but because he did not at- 
tempt to deceive himself. I myself demanded nothing, 
and would have followed him whensoever and whither- 
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soever he would.—‘ Thou shalt be my wife,”—he re- 
peated to me,—‘‘ I am not Ivanhoe; I know that hap- 
piness does not lie with Lady Rowena.’—Michel soon 
recovered. I could no longer go to him; but everything 
was already settled between us. I surrendered myself 
wholly to the future; I beheld nothing around me; I 
seemed to be floating down a very beautiful, level but 
rushing river, enveloped in a mist. And we were watched, 
a guard was set on us. Now and then I noticed my step- 
father’s malicious eyes, heard his loathsome horse-laugh. 
. . . But that laugh and the eyes also seemed to start 
out from the mist, for a single instant... . I shud- 
dered, but immediately forgot, and again surrendered 
myself to that swift, beautiful river. . . 

On the eve of Michel’s departure, which had been 
agreed upon between us (he was to return secretly from 
the road, and carry me away), I received from him, 
through his confidential valet, a note, in which he ap- 
pointed a meeting with me for half-past nine in the even- 
ing, in the summer billiard-room,—a large, low-ceiled 
room, built on to the main body of the house on the gar- 
den side. He wrote me that he wished to have a final 
talk with me, and definitively come to an understanding. 
I had already met Michel twice in the billiard-room. 
. .. I had a key to the outer door. As soon as the 
clock struck half-past nine, I threw on a warm, short 
jacket and made my way safely, over the crackling 
snow, to the billiard-room. The moon, shrouded in 
vapour, stood like a dull spot directly above the roof-tree, 
and the wind was whistling shrilly round the corner of 
the wall. A shiver ran over me, but I inserted the key in 
the lock, notwithstanding. I entered the room, shut the 
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door behind me, turned round... . . A dark figure sepa- 
rated itself from one of the partition-walls, advanced a 
couple of steps, halted... . 

*“* Michel,’ —I whispered. 

‘Michel, in accordance with my orders, is under lock 
and key, but it is I!”—replied a voice which fairly 
made my heart stop beating. .. . 

Before me stood Semyén Matvyéevitch! 

I tried to flee, but he seized me by the arm. 

“Whither away? you good-for-nothing hussy!”’—he 
hissed.—‘‘ If you know enough to keep trysts with 
young fools, just know enough to take the conse- 
quences !” 

I turned deadly pale with terror, but still struggled 
to reach the door. . .. In vain! Semydédn Matvyée- 
vitch’s fingers dug into me like iren hooks. 

“Let me go, let me go! ”—I implored, at last. 

“You shall not stir from this spot, I tell you! ” 

Semyén Matvyéevitch made me sit down. In the semi- 
darkness, I could not scrutinise his face, for I had turned 
away from him; but I heard him breathing heavily, and 
gnashing his teeth. It was neither alarm nor despair 
that I felt, but a sort of irrational surprise. ... A 
captured bird must sink down in just that way, in the 
claws of the hawk . . . . and the hand of Semyén Mat- 
vyéevitch, who still kept a firm hold of me, clutched me 
like a paw. ... | 

** Aha! ”—he repeated:—“‘ aha! Just see there now 
... . to what . . . Come, stand up!” 3 

I tried to rise, but he shook me with such violence that 
I almost screamed aloud with pain, and words of abuse, 
insults, threats, rained down in a torrent. ... 
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** Michel, Michel, where art thou? Save me,”—I 
moaned. 

Semyén Matvyéevitch shook me again. . . This time 
I did not restrain myself. . . . I shrieked. 

This, evidently, had some effect on him. He quieted 
down a little, released my arm, but remained where he 
was, a couple of paces from me, between me and the 
door. : 

Several minutes passed. . . . I did not stir; he con- 
tinued to breathe heavily as before. 

“Sit still,’—he began, at last,—“‘and answer me. 
Prove to me that your morals are not yet thoroughly 
depraved, and that you are in a condition to listen to 
the voice of reason. I can pardon impulse; but rooted 
obstinacy—never! My son....” Here he took 
breath.—‘“‘ Mikhailo Semyénitch promised to marry you? 
Is n’t that true? Answer! Did he promise? Hey?” 

Of course, I did not answer. 

Semyén Matvyéevitch came near flaring up again. 

**T accept your silence as a token of assent,’”’—he went 
on, after waiting a little.—‘* And so you thought you 
were going to be my daughter-in-law? Very fine! But, 
not to mention the fact that you are not a fourteen-year- 
old child, and ought to know that all young boobies are 
lavish of the most stupid promises, if only they may at- 
tain their ends,—not to mention that .. . is it pos- 
sible that you could hope that I, I, a hereditary noble, 
Semyén Matvyéevitch Koltovskéy, would ever give my 
consent to such a marriage? Or did you intend to dis- 
pense with the parental blessing? . . . . You meant to 
elope, get married secretly, and then return, act a com- 
edy, throw yourselves at my feet, in the hope that the 
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old man would be touched. . . . Come, answer, damn 
you!” 

I merely bowed my head. He might kill me, but make 
me speak . . . . that was not in his power. 

He strode back and forth for a while. 

“Here now, listen to me,’—he began in a calmer 
voice. —‘* You are not to imagine . . . I see that I must 
talk to you in a different way. Listen: I understand 
your position. You are frightened, distracted... . 
Recover yourself. At this moment, I must seem to you 
a monster—a tyrant. But do you enter into my posi- 
tion also: how could I help feeling indignant, saying 
unnecessary things? And nevertheless, I have already 
proved to you that I am not a monster, that I have a 
heart. Remember how I treated you after my arrival 
in the country, and afterward, until . . . . until quite 
recently . . . . until Mikhail Semyédnitch’s illness. I 
do not wish to boast of my good deeds, but it seems to 
me gratitude alone should have withheld you from the 
slippery path on which you have decided to tread! . . .”- 

Again Semyén Matvyéevitch stalked to and fro, and, 
coming to a halt, he lightly patted my arm, that same 
arm which was still aching from his violence, and on 
which, for a long time afterward, I bore blue marks. . . . 

“The fact is... .” he began again—‘“ we are hot- 
headed, hot-headed! We will not give ourselves the 
trouble to think, we will not consider wherein our profit 
lies, and where we should seek it. You ask me: Where 
is that profit? You need not go far. . . It is, per- 
haps, right under your hand. . . . Why, take myself, for 
instance. As a parent, as head of the house, I ought, of 
course, to be exacting. . . . That is my duty. But I 
am a man, at the same time, and you know it. Indis- 
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putably: I am a practical man, and, of course, I cannot 
allow any nonsense; utterly incompatible hopes must, of 
course, be banished from the mind, because, what’s the 
sense in them? I am not talking now of the immorality 
of the deed itself. . . . All that you will, assuredly, 
understand yourself, when you recover your senses. But 
I will say, without boasting: I would not limit myself to 
what I have already done for you; I have always been 
ready—and I am still ready—to establish and consoli- 
date your welfare, to provide for you in the fullest man- 
ner, because I know your value, I do justice to your 
talents, to your mind, and, in short . . . .” (Here Sem- 
yon Matvyéevitch leaned slightly toward me)... . 
“You have such eyes that I must confess . . . here I 
am, an old man, but to behold them with perfect indiffer- 
ence... I understand . . . . is difficult, is very diffi- 
cuit”? 

These words sent a chill over me. I hardly believed 
my ears. At the first moment it had seemed to me that 
Semyén Matvyéevitch wanted to purchase my renuncia- 
tion of Michel, to buy me off. . . . But those words! 
My eyes had begun to grow used to the darkness, and 
I could distinguish Semyén Matvyéevitch’s face. It was 
leering, that aged face, and he himself kept on walking 
about, in short strides, shifting from foot to foot in 
front of me... . 

“Well, what do you say to it? ”—he asked, at last, — 
“does my proposal please you? ” 

“Your proposal?”—I repeated involuntarily .. . 
“ T have positively understood nothing.” 

Semyén Matvyéevitch laughed . . . . actually 
laughed, with his shrill, repulsive laughter. 

“Of course!”—he exclaimed:—“ all of you, you 


191 


A HAPLESS GIRL 


young wenches,”—he corrected himself :—“ girls ... . 
girls . . . . all of you dream of but one thing: you 
must always have young men! Youth is a good thing! 
But are young men the only ones who know how to love? 
. .. An old man’s heart is sometimes more ardent, and 
if the old man falls in love with any one,—his love is as 
firm as a stone wall! It is eternal! It’s quite a different 
thing from those beardless dolts, whose heads are merely 
filled with wind! Yes, yes; old men must not be de- 
spised! They can do a great deal! Only, one must 
know how to deal with them! Yes ... yes! And the 
Again Semyén Matvyéevitch burst into a laugh.— 
“Here now, permit me... your hand .. . on trial 
only tthat! 9 is by way of trals a. 2? 

I sprang from my chair, and struck him in the breast 
with all my might. He staggered back; he emitted some 
sort of quavering, frightened sound; he almost fell.. The 
human language contains no words wherewith to ex- 
press the degree to which he seemed to me disgusting 
and insignificantly base. Every semblance of fear left 
me. 

““Go away, you despicable old man,”—burst from 
my breast,—“ go away, Mr. Koltovskéy, hereditary 
nobleman! Your blood, the blood of the Koltovskéys, 
flows in my veins also, and I curse the day and the hour 
when it began to flow in my veins!” 

“What? .... What’s that thou art saying? . . 
What? ”—stammered Semyén Matvyéevitch, panting.— 
“Dost thou dare ... at this moment, when I have 
found thee... . when thou wert going to Mishka 
Twi Ren hey? hi ee 
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But I could no longer restrain myself. . . . Some- 
thing ruthless, desperate, awoke within me. 
“And you, you, the brother . .. . the brother of 


your brother, you have dared, you have presumed. . . . 
For whom did you take me? And can it be possible that 
you are so blind that you did not, long ago, observe the 
loathing with which you inspire me? . . . . You have 
dared to use the word ‘ proposal’! . . . Let me go at 
once, this very instant!” 

I went toward the door. 

* Ah, so that’s it! that’s how the land les! Now 
she has had her say!”?—squeaked Semyén Matvyéevitch, 
in a delirium of rage, but evidently unable to make up 
his mind to approach me. . . . “ Just wait a bit! Mr. 
Ratsch, Ivan Demyanitch! please come here!” 

The door of the billiard-room, opposite to the one 
which I had entered, was thrown wide open, and my step- 
father made his appearance, a lighted candelabra in 
each hand. Illumined from both sides by the candles, 
his round, red face beamed with the triumph of satisfied 
revenge, of servile joy in his successful service. . . . Oh, 
those disgusting, white eyes! when shall I cease to behold 
them! 

“Be so good as to take charge of this girl immedi- 
ately,””—cried Semyén Matvyéevitch, addressing my 
stepfather, and pointing imperiously at me with his 
trembling hand.—“ Be so good as to take her home, and 
place her under lock and key . . . . so that she... . 
cannot move a finger,—so that not even a fly can get to 
her! Until I give orders to the contrary! Nail up the 
window, if necessary! Thou shalt answer to me for her 
with thy head!” 
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Mr. Ratsch set the candelabra on the billiard-table, 
made a girdle-reverence to Semyén Matvyéevitch, and 
swaying slightly and smiling with malicious delight, 
walked toward me. That must be the way in which a cat 
approaches a mouse which has no way of escape. All 
my hardihood instantly deserted me. I knew that that 
man was capable of ... . beating me. I trembled; 
yes; oh, disgrace! oh, shame! I trembled. 

“Well, madam,’”—said Mr. Ratsch:—‘“‘be so good, 
ma’am, as to come along, ma’am.” 

Without haste, he grasped my arm, above the elbow. 
. . . He understood that I would not resist. I myself 
moved forward, toward the door; at that moment, I was 
thinking of but one thing: to rid myself, as speedily as 
possible, of the presence of Semyén Matvyéevitch. 

But the horrible old man sprang after us, and Ratsch 
stopped me, and turned me round to face his patron. 

* Ah!??—screamed the latter, and shook his fist:— 
“ah! I am the brother . . . of my brother! The ties 
of blood? hey? And can one marry her cousin?? Can 
she? hey? . . . Take her away! ”—he said to my step- 
father.—‘* And remember: keep a sharp watch! For 
the slightest communication with her,—death is too good 
a punishment. . . . Take her away!” 

Mr. Ratsch conducted me to my room. As we passed 
through the yard he said nothing to me, but merely kept 
laughing to himself, without making a sound. He fas- 
tened the shutters, the doors, and then, as he was taking 
his departure for good, he made me a reverence to the 
girdle, as he had to Semyén Matvyéevitch, gave a snort- 


1 This is impossible in the Holy Catholic Church of 
the East.— Trans ator. 
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ing guffaw, then burst into a roar of heavy, ecstatic 
laughter. ‘ Good night to the Tzarévna Melikitrisa,” — 
he groaned in a stifling voice :—“ she has not caught the 
Tzarévitch Mitrofan!* What a pity! It was quite a 
bright idea in its way! Learn a lesson for the future: 
don’t carry on correspondences! Ho-ho-ho! But how 
splendidly everything worked !”’—he left the room, then 
suddenly thrust his head in at the door. “Well? I 
have n’t forgotten you, have Il? Hey? Have I kept my 
word? Ho-ho!” The key rattled in the lock. I heaved 
a sigh of relief. I had been afraid that he might tie 
my hands .... but they were my own,—they were 
free! I instantly tore a silk cord from my night-wrap- 
per, made a noose, placed it on my neck, but immediately 
flung aside the cord. “TI will not gratify you!” I said 
aloud. ‘ And, as a matter of fact, what madness! Can 
I dispose of my life without Michel’s knowledge,—my 
life, which I have given to him? No, my villain! No! 
You have n’t won the game yet! He will save me, he 
will wrest me from this hell, he . . . . my Michel!” 

But at this point I remembered that he was impris- 
oned, just as I was—and I flung myself face down on 
my bed, and sobbed . . . . and sobbed. . . . And the 
thought that my tormentor was possibly standing out- 
side the door, and listening, and triumphing, was the 
only thing which made me swallow my tears. . 

I am weary. I have been writing ever since morning, 
and now it is evening; if I once tear myself from this 
sheet of paper, I shall not be able to take up my pen 
again. . . . Let me get to the end quickly, as quickly 


1 Mitrofa4n is the name usually applied to a stupid young man. 
Hence, here, it means the Booby Prince. —Transiator. 
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as possible! And moreover, it is beyond my strength to 
pause over the horrors which followed that dreadful day! 

Twenty-four hours later, I was transported in a cov- 
ered sledge to an isolated cottage belonging to a house- 
serf; surrounded by peasant guards, I was kept locked 
up for six weeks! I was not alone for a single minute. 
. .. I afterward learned that my stepfather had set 
spies on me and on Michel from the very moment of the 
latter’s arrival, and that he had bribed the servant who 
brought me the note from Michel; I also learned that a 
frightful, a shocking scene had taken place between him 
and his father, on the following morning. . . . His 
father had cursed him. Michel, on his side, had sworn 
that he would never again set foot in his father’s house, 
and had gone off to Petersburg. But the blow dealt me 
by my stepfather rebounded on himself. Semyén Mat- 
vyéevitch announced to him that it was impossible for 
him to remain any longer in the country, or to manage 
the estate: evidently,clumsy zeal cannot be pardoned, and 
some one must be punished for the scandal which had 
occurred. However, Semyén Matvyéevitch lavishly re- 
warded Mr. Ratsch: he gave him the means wherewith 
to remove to Moscow, and settle there. Before our de- 
parture for Moscow, I was taken back to the wing, but, 
as before, I was kept under the strictest surveillance. 
The loss of the “warm” place, of which he had been 
deprived, “thanks to me,” had still further augmented 
my stepfather’s wrath against me. 

“ And whom did you think to surprise? ”—he was 
wont to say, almost snorting with rage:—“ really! The 
old man, of course, waxed angry, was over-hasty, and 
got into a scrape; now, of course, his self-love has suf- 
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fered; it is impossible to repair the mischief now. You 
might have waited a day or two, and everything would 
have gone on as though it were oiled; you would n’t 
be sitting now on a diet of dry food, and I would have re- 
mained as I was! That ’s exactly the trouble: women’s 
hair is long, but their wits are short! Well, it’s all 
right; I "Il get my due, and that precious pet ” (he re- 
ferred to Michel) “ will not forget me.” 

Of course, I was compelled to bear all these insults 
in silence. And I never beheld Semyén Matvyéevitch 
again,—not even once. His parting from his son had 
shaken him also. Whether he felt repentance, or,— 
which is much more probable,—whether he wished for- 
ever to chain me to my home, to my family—to my fam- 
ily !—at all events, he assigned me a pension, which was 
to be paid into the hands of my stepfather, and doled 
out to me, until I married. . . . This humiliating alms, 
this pension, I am receiving up to the present day ... . 
that is to say, Mr. Ratsch receives it for me... . 

We removed to Moscow. I swear by the memory of 
my poor mother that I would not have remained two 
days, two hours, with my stepfather, after I got to 
town. . . . I would have gone away, no matter where 
.... to the police-station; I would have thrown myself 
at the feet of the Governor-General, of the senators;/ I 
know not what I would have done, if, at the very moment 
of our departure from the country, my former maid had 
not succeeded in transmitting to me a letter from Michel. 
Oh, that letter! How many times have I re-read every 
line, how many times have I covered it with kisses! Mi- 
chel implored me not to lose courage, to hope on, to be 


1 That is—the judges of the Supreme Court of Appeal. —'TRANSLAToR. 
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assured of his unchangeable love; he vowed that he 
would belong to no one but me, he called me his wife, he 
drew a picture of our future, he besought one thing of 
me: to have patience, to wait a little. . . . And I made 
up my mind to wait, and to have patience. Akh, to 
what would not I have assented, what would not I have 
endured, if only I might fulfil his will! That letter be- 
came my sacred treasure, my guiding star, my anchor. 
My stepfather would begin to upbraid me, to insult me, 
and I would quietly lay my hand on my breast (I wore 
Michel’s letter sewed into an amulet), and merely smiled. 
And the more Mr. Ratsch raged and swore, the happier 
and sweeter was it for me. ... At last, I saw by his 
eyes that he was beginning to wonder whether I were 
not going crazy... . After that first letter, another 
arrived, still more filled with hope. . . . It spoke of a 
speedy meeting. 

Akh! instead of that meeting there came a morning. 
. . . And I saw Mr. Ratsch enter my room,—and again 
triumph, malicious triumph, was on his face,—and in 
his hands was a sheet of The Invalid, and in it was an- 
nounced the death of Mikhail Koltovskéy, Captain of 
cavalry in the Guards. . . . Stricken from the muster- 
roll. 

What can I add? I remained alive, and continued to 
live with Mr. Ratsch. He hated me as before, more than 
before,—he had unveiled too thoroughly before me his 
black soul: he could not forgive me for that. But it 
made no difference to me. I had become, somehow, in- 
sensible; my own fate no longer interested me. To re- 
call him! to recall him! I had no other occupation, no 
other joy. My poor Michel had died with my name on 
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his lips. . . . This was communicated to me by a man 
who was devoted to him, who had come to the country 
_ with him. That same year, my stepfather married Ele- 
onora Karpovna. Semydén Matvyéevitch soon died, con- 
firming and augmenting in his will the pension he had 
allotted to me. . . . In case of my death, it was to pass 
to Mr. Ratsch. .. . 
One year, two years, three years passed sehen aes 
years, seven years elapsed. . . . Life lapsed, flowed on 
. and I merely watched it flow. Thus, in childhood, 
does one construct on the river-bank a little pond of 
sand, and erect a dam, and strive, in every way, to keep 
the water from leaking out, from breaking through. 
But lo, at last it breaks, and you cast aside all your cares, 
and it becomes amusing for you to watch all you have 
gathered together run away, to the last drop. . 
Thus did I live, thus did I exist, until, at last, a new 
and unexpected ray of warmth and light .... 


With this word the manuscript stopped short; 
the following pages had been torn away, and sev- 
eral lines, which completed the phrase, had been 
crossed out and smeared with ink. 


XVIII 


‘Y'nE perusal of this note-book agitated me to 

such a degree, the impression produced by Su- 

sanna’s visit was so great, that I could not get 

to sleep all night; and early in the morning I sent 

to Fuistoff by special messenger, a letter in which 
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I adjured him to return to Moscow as speedily 
as possible, since his absence might produce the 
most painful results. I even gave him a hint of 
my interview with Susanna, of the note-book 
which she had left in my hands. After despatch- 
ing the letter, I never left the house all day long, 
and meditated constantly on what must be tak- 
ing place yonder, at the Ratsches’. I could not 
bring myself to go thither. But I could not fail 
to observe that my aunt was in a state of perpet- 
ual trepidation. She gave orders to disinfect the 
rooms almost every minute, and laid out the 
“ Traveller” patience, famous for never coming 
out. The visit of an unknown lady, and late at 
night into the bargain, had not remained a secret 
from her. The yawning abyss on whose brink 
I was standing kept presenting itself to her im- 
agination, and she kept sighing and moaning 
in an undertone, and uttering French sentiments 
which she had culled from a small manuscript 
book entitled: “‘ Extraits de Lecture,” and in the 
evening I found on my night-stand the works 
of De Gerandeau, opened at the chapter, “ On the 
Perniciousness of Passion.” This book had been 
brought into my room, of course, at the order of 
my aunt, by her oldest companion, who was called 
Amishka in the house, in consequence of her re- 
semblance to a tiny poodle of that name (“Ami”), 
and was an extremely sentimental and even ro- 
mantic spinster of ripe age. The whole of the 
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following day passed in wearisome waiting for 
Fustoff’s arrival, for a letter from him, for news 
from the Ratsch domicile . . . . although, why 
should they send to me? Susanna would be more 
likely to assume that I would call upon her. . . 
But, positively, I had not the courage to see her, 
without having first discussed matters with Fu- 
stoff. I recalled all the expressions in my letter 
to him. . . . Apparently, they were sufficiently 
strong. At last, late at night, he made his ap- 
pearance. 


XIX 


HE entered my room with his customary swift, 
but unhurried step. His face seemed to me pale, 
and while displaying traces of fatigue from his 
journey, expressed perplexity, curiosity, dissatis- 
faction—feelings which, at ordinary times, were 
little known to him. I rushed to meet him, em- 
braced him, thanked him warmly for having 
heeded me, and informing him, in a couple of 
words, of my interview with Susanna, I handed 
him her note-book. He walked off to the win- 
dow,—that same window on which, two days pre- 
viously, Susanna had sat,—and without saying a 
word to me, he began to read. I immediately 
withdrew into the opposite corner of the room, 
and picked up a book to keep myself in counte- 
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nance. But I must confess that I gazed stealth- 
ily, all the while, over the edge of the cover at 
Fistoff. At first he read with considerable com- 
posure, and with his left hand kept plucking 
- at the tiny hairs on his lip; then he dropped his 
hand, bent forward, and made no further move- 
ment. His eyes fairly raced over the pages, and 
his mouth opened a little. Then he finished the 
note-book, turned it about in his hands, scruti- 
nised it on all sides, meditated, and set to 
reading again, and read it clear through for 
the second time, from beginning to end. 
Then he rose to his feet, thrust the book into 
his pocket, and started for the door; but he 
turned round, and stood still, in the middle of 
the room. 

“Well, what thinkest thou? ””—I began, with- 
out waiting for him to speak. 

“IT am to blame toward her,” —articulated Fiui- 
stoff, in a dull voice.—“‘I have behaved .... 
thoughtlessly, unpardonably, savagely. I be- 
lieved that . . . . Viktér.” 

“What!”—I cried:—“that same Viktér whom 
thou despisest? But what could he have told 
thee? ” 

Fiustoff folded his arms, and stood with his side 
toward me. He was ashamed; I saw that. 

“Thou rememberest ”—he said, not without an 
effort—“that Vikt6r alluded to ....a pen- 
sion. That unfortunate word rankled in me. It 
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is the cause of all. I began to question him. . . . 
Well, and he... .” 

“What did he do?” 

“He told me that that old man . . . what ’s 
his name? . . . . Koltovskdoy, had assigned this 
pension to Susanna, because . . . . for the rea- 
son ... . well, in short, by way of recompense.” 

I clasped my hands. 

“ And thou didst believe it?” 

Fustoff bowed his head. 

“Yes! I believed it. . . . He said, also, that, 
with the young man also... . In a word, my 
step cannot be justified.” 

“And didst thou go away with the object of 
breaking off everything?” 

“Yes; that is the best means .... in such 
cases. I have behaved barbarously, barbarously,” 
—he repeated. 

Both of us were silent. Each of us felt that 
the other was ashamed; but I was relieved: I was 
not ashamed for myself. 


XX 


‘TI ’p smash every bone in that Viktdér’s body 
now, —went on Fustoff, gritting his teeth, —“if 
I did not recognise that I myself am to blame. 
Now I understand why that whole affair was con- 
cocted: when Susanna married, they would lose 
her pension. . . . The villains!” 
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I took his hand. 

“* Alexander,”—I asked,—“ hast thou been to 
see her?” 

“No; I came straight from the road to thee. 
I will go to-morrow .... early to-morrow morn- 
ing. Matters cannot be left in this state. Not 
on any account! ” 

“And dost thou . . . . love her, Alexander?” 

Fistoff seemed to take offence. 

“Of course I love her. I am greatly attached 
to her.” 

“She is a very fine, honest young gil! ”’—I 
exclaimed. 

Fustoff stamped his foot impatiently. 

“Why, what idea hast thou got into thy head? 
I was ready to marry her,—she has been bap- 
tised '—and I ’m ready to marry her now. I-was 
already thinking of that, although she is older 
than I am.” 

That moment, it suddenly seemed to me as 
though a pallid female form were sitting on the 
window-sill, leaning forward on her arms. The 
candles had burned low; it was dark in the room. 
I shuddered, looked more intently, and, of course, 
saw nothing on the window-sill. But a queer sort 
of sensation, a mixture of terror, grief, pity, took 
possession of me. 


1 The marriage ceremony being exclusively religious in Russia, no 
marriage is possible between a member of the Orthodox Eastern 
Church and an unbaptised Jew or Jewess.— TRANSLATOR. 
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“ Alexander!”—TI began, with sudden impetu- 
osity,—“ I beg of thee, I entreat thee, go instantly 
to the Ratsches’; do not put it off until to- 
morrow! An inward voice tells me that thou 
must see Susanna to-day, without fail!” 

Fustoff shrugged his shoulders. 

“Why dost thou say that, pray? It’s eleven 
o'clock now; probably everybody at their house 
is fast asleep by this time.” 


“Never mind. . . . Go, for God’s sake! I 
have a premonition. . . . Please heed me! Go 
at once; take a cab... .” 

“Come, what nonsense!”—returned Fistoff, 


coolly. “ What’s the use of my going now? I[’ll 
be there to-morrow morning, and everything will 
be cleared up.” 

“But, Alexander, remember, she said that she 
was going to die, that thou wouldst not find her. 
. . . And if thou couldst but have seen her face! 
Reflect, imagine to thyself how much it must have 
cost her to make up her mind . . . . to come to 
me: Ferg 

“She has an extravagant brain, ’—remarked 
Fiustoff, who, evidently, had regained complete 
control of himself.—“ All young girls are like 
that... . at the start. I repeat,—everything 
will be put straight to-morrow. Good-bye, for 
the present. I am tired, and thou art sleepy, 
also.” 

He picked up his cap, and left the room. 
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“ But wilt thou promise to come hither imme- 
diately and tell me everything? ”’—I called after 
him. 

“Yes, I promise. . . . Good-bye!” 

I went to bed, but there was an uneasy feeling 
at my heart, and I was vexed with my friend. 
It was late before I fell asleep, and I dreamed 
that Susanna and I were roaming through some 
damp, subterranean passages, climbing on steep, 
narrow stairways, and descending ever deeper 
and deeper, although we were bound, without 
fail, to come forth above into the open air, and 
all the time some one was incessantly calling to 
us, monotonously and plaintively. 


XXIT 


A HAND was laid on my shoulder and I was 
shaken several times. . . . [ opened my eyes, and 
by the dim light of a solitary candle I beheld 
Fustoff standing before me. He frightened me. 
He was tottering on his legs; his face was yellow, 
almost of the same colour as his hair; his lips 
drooped; his dull eyes stared stupidly to one side. 
What had become of his constantly-caressing and 
affable glance? I had a cousin who had become 
an idiot from epilepsy. . . . Fustoff resembled 
him at that moment. 
I hastily raised myself on my elbow. 
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“What ’s the matter? What ails thee? Good 
heavens! ” 

He made no reply. 

“But what has happened, Fustoff? Do 


Fustoff gave a slight start. 

“She... .” he began, in a hoarse voice, and 
relapsed into silence. 

“ What is the matter with her? Hast thou seen 
her? ” 

He riveted his gaze on me. 

“She is no more.” 

““ What dost thou mean by ‘ no more ’?” 

“ She no longer exists. She is dead.” 

I sprang from my bed. 

“What dost thou mean by ‘dead’? Susanna? 
She is dead?” 

Again Fustoff turned his eyes aside. 

“Yes; she is dead; at midnight.” 

“He has gone crazy!”—flashed through my 
mind. 

“ At midnight! But what o’clock is it now?” 

“ Hight o’clock in the morning. They sent to 
tell me. She is to be buried to-morrow.” 

I seized his hand. 

“ Alexander, thou art not raving? Thow art 
in thy right mind?” 

“T am in my right mind,’—he answered.— 
“ As soon as I heard of it, I came to thee.” 

My heart was petrified with pain, as is always 
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the case at the conviction that an irretrievable 
calamity has happened. 

“My God! My God! She is dead!” I re- 
peated again and again.—“ How is it possible? 
So suddenly! Or perhaps she killed herself?” 

“TI don’t know,”’—said Fustoff.—‘‘ I know 
nothing. I was told: “At midnight she died. 
And she is to be buried to-morrow.’ ”’ 

“At midnight!”—I thought. . . . “That 
means that she was still alive when I thought I 
saw her on the window-sill, when I implored him 
to hasten to her... .” 

“She was still living last night, when thou 
didst urge me to go to Ivan Demyanitch’s,” —ar- 
ticulated Fustoff, as though he divined my 
thought. 

“ How little he knew her!” I meditated again. 
“ How little either of us knew her! ‘ An extrava- 
gant head; all young girls are like that’, he said. 
. . . . And at that very moment, perhaps, she 
was raising to her lips . . . . Is it possible to 
love a person, and yet be so grossly mistaken 
about her? ” 

Fiustoff stood motionless in front of my bed, 
with arms hanging by his side, like a criminal. 
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XXIT 


I prEssep myself in haste. 

“What dost thou mean to do now, Alexan- 
der? ”—I asked. 

He looked at me with surprise, as though 
amazed at the stupidity of my question. And, 
as a matter of fact, what was there to do? 

“But thou canst not avoid going to their 
house,’—I began.—“'Thou must find out how 
this came about; perhaps there is a crime con- 
cealed behind this. One is justified in expecting 
anything from those people. ... The whole 
matter must be cleared up. Remember what is 
contained in her note-book: the pension ceases in 
case of her marriage, and passes to Ratsch in case 
of her death. In any case, thou must fulfil the 
last duty and pay thy respects to her ashes!” 

I talked to Fustoff like a tutor, like an elder 
brother. In the midst of all this horror, grief, 
and amazement, a certain involuntary feeling of 
superiority over Fstoff suddenly revealed itself 
in me. . . . Whether it was that I beheld him 
crushed by the consciousness of his guilt, dis- 
tracted, annihilated; whether it was that misfor- 
tune, when it overtakes a man, almost always 
lowers him, sends him down in the estimation of 
others—as much as to say, “So thou art a sorry 
creature, since thou hast not managed to extricate 
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thyself!”—the Lord only knows! At any rate, 
Fustoff seemed to me almost a baby, and I was 
sorry for him, and comprehended the indispensa- 
bility of sternness. I stretched out my hand to 
him, from above downward. Only woman’s com- 
passion does not proceed from above downward. 

But Fustoff continued to stare at me dully and 
wildly,—my authority, obviously, had no effect 
on him,—and to my repetition of the question: 
“Thou wilt go to them, of course?” —he replied: 
“No, I will not go.” 

“Why not, pray? Is it possible that thou dost 
not wish to find out for thyself, to inquire what 
happened, and how? Perhaps she left a letter 
A . some sort of document... . think of 
that!” 

Fiustoff shook his head. 

“T cannot go thither,”—he said.—“ That is 
why I came to thee, to beg thee .... in my 
stead: ws.) Buti Dieannot)nos7 LT cannotiny 2c" 

Fiistoff suddenly sat down at the table, cov- 
ered his face with both hands, and began to sob 
bitterly. 

“ Akh, akh,”—he reiterated through his tears, 
—“akh, poor girl... . poor, wretched girl... . 
ITlo.... I loved her... .akh, akh!” 

I stood beside him, and I must confess that 
these indubitably sincere sobs aroused no sym- 
pathy in me. I was merely amazed that Fiustoff 
could weep in that way; and it seemed to me that 
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now I understood what a petty man he was, and 
how utterly different would have been my be- 
haviour in his place. What is there to say of me, 
after that? Had Fustoff remained perfectly 
calm, I might, perhaps, have hated him; I might 
have conceived an aversion for him; but he would 
not have fallen in my estimation. . . . He 
would have retained his prestige; Don Juan 
would have remained Don Juan! Very late in 
life—and only after much experience—does a 
man learn, at the sight of actual sin or weakness 
on the part of a fellow-man, to sympathise with 
him and aid him, without secret personal delight 
in one’s own virtue and strength, but, on the con- 
trary, with all possible humility and comprehen- 
sion of the naturalness, almost inevitability of the 
fault! 


XXIII 


I wap ordered Fustoff off to the Ratsches’ with 
great bravery and decision; but when I set out 
for their house at twelve o’clock (Fustoff would 
not consent, on any terms whatsoever, to go with 
me, and merely requested me to give him a de- 
tailed account of everything), when, from afar, 
as I turned the corner of the alley, I beheld 
before me their house with a yellowish spot pro- 
duced by the death-candle in one of the windows, 
unspeakable terror oppressed my breathing; I 
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would gladly have turned back. . . . But I con- 
quered myself, and entered the anteroom. It 
smelled of incense and wax; the pink coffin-lid, 
edged with silver galloon, stood in one corner, 
propped against the wall. In one of the ad- 
joining rooms, the dining-room, the monotonous 
mumble of a chanter boomed like a bumble-bee 
which had flown in.’ The sleepy face of the 
maid-servant peeped forth from the drawing- 
room; saying, in an undertone: “ Have you come 
to pay your respects?” she pointed at the door 
of the dining-room. I entered. The coffin stood 
with its head to the door. Susanna’s black hair, 
beneath the white chaplet,? above the raised 
fringe of the pillow, first met my eye. I walked 
to the side of the coffin, crossed myself, made a 
reverence to the earth, and took a look. ...O 
God! what a sorrowful aspect! The hapless girl! 
even death had not spared her, had not imparted 


1 When a member of the Catholic Church of the East dies, the 
Psalter is read over his remains, until the time comes to bury him— 
on the third day. This reading comforts the mourners, and inclines 
them to prayer. Inasmuch as the Psalter is designed chiefly in the 
light of prayers for the departed, it is interrupted by a commemora- 
tion of the dead, with special prayers, wherein the deceased is men- 
tioned by name—the baptismal name only—which prayer is repeated 
after each of the appointed divisions of the Psalter.—TRaNsLaror. 

2 The chaplet is a strip of material whereon are depicted Christ, 
His Mother, and John the Baptist, together with the familiar hymn 
known as ‘*‘ The Thrice Holy.’’ The idea of this is—that the dead 
Christian is adorned with the wreath of conquest, like a victorious 
athlete or warrior of the olden days. The figures printed on it 
signify that he hopes to receive the crown for his deeds only through 
the mercy of the Triune God, and the mediation of the Virgin 
Mother, and the Precursor of Christ, St. John. —TRansLaror. 
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to her—I will not say beauty —but even that com- 
posure, that gracious and touching composure, 
which is so often met with in the features of the 
dead. Susanna’s small, dark, almost cinnamon- 
hued face reminded one of the face of a saint in 
very, very ancient holy images; and what an ex- 
pression lay on that face! An expression as 
though she had been on the point of giving vent 
to a despairing shriek, and had died without ut- 
tering a sound . . . . even the fold between the 
eyebrows had not been smoothed out, and her fin- 
gers were turned under her palms, and clenched. 
I involuntarily averted my gaze; but, after wait- 
ing a little, I forced myself to look—to look long 
and attentively at her. Compassion filled my 
soul; and not alone compassion. “That young girl 
died a violent death,” I decided in my own mind; 
“ there is no doubt of it.” While I was standing 
and gazing at the dead woman, the chanter, who, 
on my entrance, had begun to raise his voice, and 
had uttered several intelligible sounds, began 
again to buzz, and yawned a couple of times. I 
made another reverence to the earth, and went 
out into the anteroom. On the threshold of the 
drawing-room, Mr. Ratsch was already waiting 
for me, clad in a gay-coloured Bokhara dressing- 
gown, and, beckoning to me with his hand, he . 
led me into his study; I had almost said, into his 
lair. This study—gloomy, contracted, all-per- 
meated with the sour odour of plug tobacco— 
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evoked in the mind a comparison with the dwell- 
ing of a wolf or a fox. 


XXIV 


“A nupTuRE! A rupture of those envelopes there 

. of the integument. . . You know, of the 
envelopes!”’—began Mr. Ratsch, as soon as he 
had closed the door.—“ Such a calamity! Even 
yesterday evening nothing was noticeable, and all 
of a sudden: r-r-r-rip! smash! broken in twain! 
and that was the end! Why, it was exactly hke: 
‘Heute roth, morgen todt!’ In truth, it was to 
have been expected; I always have expected it; 
the regimental doctor in Tambéff, Galimbovsky, 
Vikénty Kazimirovitch . ... Surely you have 
heard of him. . . . an excellent practitioner, a 
specialist! ” 

“This is the first time I have heard his name,” 
—I remarked. ; 

“Well, that does not matter. So he,’—went 
on Mr. Ratsch, first in a quiet voice, and then 
more and more loudly, and, to my astonishment, 
with a marked German acccent,—“ he had always 
warned me: “ Hey! Ivan Demyanitch! hey! my 
friend, have a care! Your stepdaughter has an 
organic defect of the heart—hypertrophia cor- 
dialis!' The least thing will cause a catastrophe! 
She must avoid violent emotions most of all... . 
She must act judiciously. . . . But, good gra- 
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cious, how can you expect that of a young girl! 
. . . . that she shall act judiciously? Ha... 
BAT yoy Mabe a 

Mr. Ratsch came near emitting a guffaw, ac- 
cording to his old habit, but caught himself up 
in time, and transformed the sound he had begun 
into a cough. 

Mr. Ratsch said that after all I knew about 
him! . . . . However, I considered it my duty 
to ask him: “ Had a doctor been called in?” 

Mr. Ratsch fairly bounded into the air at this. 
—‘ Of course. . . Two were called in, but al- 
ready everything was completely abgemacht! 
And just imagine: both came into collision” (Mr. 
Ratsch meant to say, “agreed”’) “that it was a 
rupture!—a rupture of the heart! That ’s what 
they cried out simultaneously. They suggested 
an autopsy; but I, . . . you understand, did not 
give my consent.” 

“And the funeral is to be to-morrow? ”—I 
asked. 

“Yes, yes, to-morrow; to-morrow we shall 
bury our darling! The body will be removed 
from the house at precisely eleven o’clock a.m. 
. . . « to the church of St. Nicholas on Chickens’ 
Legs,” .... you know? What strange names 
our Russian churches have! ‘Then, to her last 


1 Stolkovalis’ instead of staknilis’.—'TRansLator. 
2 Many of the Moscow churches have quaint names, in popular 
phraseology. This means ‘‘on supports.’’—TRaNsLaTor. 
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resting-place, in damp Mother Earth! Will you 
favour us with your presence? We have not 
been acquainted long, but I venture to say that 
the amiability of your disposition, and the lofti- 
ness of your sentiments . . .” 

I made haste to bow assent. 

“Yes, yes, yes,’—sighed Mr. Ratsch,—“ this 
. . . this is really, as the saying is, a flash of 
lightning from a clear sky! Ein Blitz aus hei- 
terem Himmel!” 

“And did Susanna Ivanovna say nothing be- 
fore her death—did she leave nothing?” 

“Nothing; absolutely nothing! Not the wee- 
niest-tiniest bit! Not a single scrap of paper! 
Why, good gracious! when I was summoned to 
her, when I was roused out of my sleep—just 
imagine! she had already turned stiff! It was 
extremely painful for me; she has distressed us 
all greatly! Alexander Daviditch will, I sup- 
pose, also favour us with his presence, when he 

“He did go away for a few days, it is 
homeprdes. ‘began: 

“Viktor Ivanovitch complains that they are a 
long time in harnessing his sledge,’ —interrupted 
the maid-servant, the same one whom I had seen 
in the anteroom. Her face, sleepy, as before, 
struck me, this time, by that expression of bold 
rudeness which makes its appearance in servants 
when they know that their masters are dependent 
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upon them, and will not bring themselves to scold 
them, or to be exacting with them. 

“T ‘ll come at once, at once,”—pattered Mr. 
Ratsch.—“ Eleonora Karpovna! Leonore! Len- 
chen! please come here!” 

Something bustled clumsily outside the door, 
and at that same moment Viktor’s imperious ex- 
clamation rang out: “ Why don’t they harness 
the horse? I can’t plod along on foot to the po- 
lice-station! ” 

“Immediately; I “ll be there immediately,” — 
stammered Ivan Demyanitch again.—“ Kleo- 
nora Karpovna, please come here! ” 

“ Aber, Ivan Demyanitch,”—her voice became 
audible,—“ ich habe keine Toilette gemacht!” 

“ Macht nichts! Komm herein!” 

Eleonora Karpovna entered, holding her ker- 
chief to her bare shoulders with two fingers. She 
wore a loose morning wrapper, and she had not 
managed to comb her hair. Ivan Demyanitch 
immediately sprang at her. 

“Do you hear, Viktér demands his horse,” — he 
said hastily, pointing his finger first at the door, 
then at the window.—“ Pray, take the proper 
measures as promptly as possible! Der Kerl 
schreit so!” 

“ Der Viktor schreit immer, Ivan Demyanitch, 
sie wissen wohl,’—replied Eleonora Karpovna. 
“ And I myself have spoken to the coachman, 
only he had taken it into his head to give the 
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horse oats. What a misfortune has suddenly 
happened,’—she added, addressing me:—“ and. 
who could have expected it of Susanna Iva- 
novna?” 

“T have always expected it, always!”— 
shouted Ratsch, and raised his arms aloft, where- , 
upon his Bokhara dressing-gown flew open in 
front, and disclosed extremely repulsive lower 
inexpressibles of chamois leather, with brass 
buckles at the waist.—“ A rupture of the heart! 
A rupture of the envelopes! Hypertrophia!”’ 

“Yes, of course,’—repeated Eleonora Kar- 
povna after him. . . . “ Well, that ’s it. Only, 
I ’m very, very sorry, I will say again. .. .” 
And her rough face became slightly contorted, 
her brows rose in triangles, and a tiny tear-drop 
trickled down her round cheek, which looked like 


that of a varnished doll. . . . “I’m very sorry 
that such a young person, who should have lived 
and enjoyed everything ... . everything. ... 


And all of a sudden, such despair! ” 

“Na! gut, gut .... geh, Alte!” —interrupted 
Mr. Ratsch. 

“Geh’ schon, geh’ schon,’—grumbled Eleo- 
nora Karpovna, and left the room, still holding 
up her kerchief with her fingers, and shedding 
small tears. 

And I followed her. In the anteroom stood 
Viktor, in a student’s cloak with a beaver collar, 
and his military cap cocked over one ear. He 
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hardly glanced at me over his shoulder, shook his 
collar, and did not bow, for which I mentally 
thanked him heartily. 

I returned to Fustoff. 


XXV 


I rounpD my friend sitting in one corner of his 
study, with bowed head, and arms folded on his 
breast. He was stupefied, and stared about him 
with the slow surprise of a man who has been 
sleeping very heavily, and has just been waked 
up. I told him about my visit to Ratsch, repeated 
to him the veteran’s speeches, the speeches of his 
wife, the impression which they had both made on 
me, imparted to him my conviction that the un- 
happy girl had killed herself... . Fustoff listened 
to me without altering the expression of his face, 
and continued to gaze about him with the same 
amazement as before. 

““Didst thou see her?”’—he asked me, at last. 

MRS 

“In her coffin?” 

Fiustoff appeared to doubt that Susanna was 
really dead. 

“Yes, in her coffin.” 

Fustoff darted a sidelong glance and dropped 
his eyes, and quietly rubbed his hands. 

“ Art thou cold?”’—I asked. 
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“Yes, brother, I ’m cold,’—he replied falter- 
ingly, and nodded his head foolishly. 

I began to demonstrate to him that Susanna 
had certainly poisoned herself, and, possibly, had 
been poisoned, and that things could not be left 
thusis.aeae 

Fistoff fixed his eyes on me. 

“But what is there to do?”’—he said slowly, 
and blinking broadly.—“ It will be all the worse, 
you know . . . if they find out. They will not 
bury her. We must leave it... . thus.” 

This consideration—a very simple one, after 
all—had not occurred to me. My friend’s prac- 
tical good sense had not abandoned him. 

“When . . . . is she to be buried?” —he went 
on. 

“To-morrow.” 

“ Shalt thou go?” 

Pa es.2 

“To the house, or straight to the church? ” 

“Both to the house and to the church; and 
from there to the cemetery.” 

“And I shall not go. . . I cannot, I cannot,” 
—whispered Fustoff, and began to sob. He had 
begun to sob that morning at the selfsame 
words. I have noticed that this frequently hap- 
pens with mourners; just as though certain words 
alone, generally insignificant words,—but pre- 
cisely those words, and no others,—are endowed 
with the power of unsealing the fountain of tears 
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in a man, of shaking him, of awakening in him 
a feeling of pity for others and for himself. . . . 
I remember how a certain peasant-woman, when 
telling me about the sudden death of her daugh- 
ter during dinner, fairly deluged herself with 
tears, and could not continue the story she had 
begun, as soon as she uttered the following 
phrase: “I says to her: ‘ Fekla?’ And she says 
to me: ‘Mamka, what hast thou done with the 
salt ... with the salt .... the sa-alt?’”.... The 
word “salt”? overwhelmed her. But Fistoff’s 
tears did not affect me much, any more than they 
had in the morning. I could not comprehend 
how he could omit to ask me, whether Susanna 
had not left something for him? Altogether, 
their mutual love was a mystery to me; and it has 
remained just as much of a mystery to me. 

After weeping for about ten minutes, Fustoff 
rose to his feet, lay down on the divan, turned 
his face to the wall, and remained motionless. I 
waited awhile, but, seeing that he did not stir, and 
did not answer my questions, I made up my mind 
to depart. I may be bringing a false accusation 
against him, but I do believe he had fallen asleep. 
However, even that would not have proved that 
he felt no grief . . . . but only that his nature 
was so constructed that it could not endure pain- 
ful sensations for long at a time... . He had an 
awfully well-balanced nature! 
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XXVI 


On the following day, at precisely eleven o’clock, 
I was on the spot. A thin drizzle was sprinkling 
from the low-hanging sky, the cold was not great, 
a thaw was setting in, but keen, unpleasant 
draughts were abroad in the air. . . . It was the 
regular chilly weather which prevails during the 
Great Fast. I found Mr. Ratsch on the front 
steps of his house. Clad in a black frock-coat with 
weepers, with no hat on his head, he was bustling 
to and fro, flourishing his arms, slapping him- 
self on the thighs, shouting now into the house, 
again into the street, in the direction of the hearse 
with its white catafalque, which was standing 
there, and two hired carriages, beside which four 
soldiers of the garrison,in mourning mantles over 
old military cloaks and mourning hats over their 
wrinkled eyes, were thoughtfully poking the 
poles of their unlighted torches * into the porous 
snow. ‘The grey cap of hair fairly reared on end 
above Mr. Ratsch’s red face, and his voice, that 
brazen voice, cracked with the strain.—‘“‘ How 
about the fir-twigs? The fir-twigs! This way! 
The fir-branches!”—he roared.—“ The coffin 
will be brought out directly! The fir! Strew the 
fir-twigs! Look lively!” * he shouted once more, 
1 The torches resemble street-lanterns.—Transtator. 


2 The road to the church is strewn with twigs and branches of ever- 
green, symbolical of eternity.— TRANsLaATor. 
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and rushed into the house. It appeared that, in 
spite of my punctuality, I was late. Mr. Ratsch 
had seen fit to hasten matters. The service was 
already over. The priests—one of whom wore 
a kamilava,* while the other, a younger man, 
had carefully combed and oiled his hair—made 
their appearance, with their ecclesiastical staff, 
on the stéps. The coffin, also, speedily appeared, 
borne by the coachman, two yard-porters, and 
the water-carrier.2, Mr. Ratsch walked behind, 
holding the coffin-lid with the tips of his fin- 
gers, and repeating unintermittently: “Gently! 
gently!” After him waddled Eleonora Kar- 
povna, in a black gown, also with a weeper, sur- 
rounded by her entire family. Behind them all 
marched Viktor, in a new uniform, with his 
sword, and crape on the hilt. The bearers, 
grunting and quarrelling, placed the coffin on the 
hearse; the soldiers of the garrison lighted their 
torches, which immediately began to crackle and 
smoke; the wail of a stray beggar-woman re- 
sounded; the chanters intoned; the snowy drizzle 
suddenly increased, and swirled “like white flies”’ ; 
Mr. Ratsch shouted: “God go with us! Drive 
on!” —and the procession started. In addition to 


1 A cap of purple velvet, shaped like a section of a cone, reversed, 
conferred on parish priests as a mark of distinction or reward.— 
TRANSLATOR. 

2 Until within a comparatively recent date, Moscow’s water-supply 
was brought to the houses by one water-carrier (or more), from the 
public fountains, in barrels mounted on wheels, and drawn by man or 
horse-power. — TRANSLATOR. 
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Mr. Ratsch’s family, five persons in all escorted 
the coffin. A retired, extremely shabby officer 
of Ways and Communications, with a faded 
Ribbon of St. Stanislaus on his neck, probably 
hired for the occasion, or something of that sort; 
the assistant district inspector of police, a tiny 
man with a humble face and greedy eyes; some 
old man or other, in a hooded camelot cloak; a re- 
markably obese fish-merchant, in a blue overcoat, 
who smelled of his wares,—and I. The absence of 
the female sex (for it was impossible to reckon 
as such two old aunts of Eleonora Karpovna, the 
sausage-merchant’s sisters, and another lop-sided 
spinster in blue spectacles on a blue nose), the 
absence of friends, male and female, surprised 
me at first; but on considering the matter, I per- 
ceived that Susanna, with her temperament and 
education, could not have had any friends in that 
sphere in which she lived. Quite a good many 
people had assembled in the church, more stran- 
gers than acquaintances, as was evident from the 
expression of their countenances. The funeral 
service did not last long. I was astonished to see 
Mr. Ratsch cross himself very assiduously, ex- 
actly like a member of the Orthodox Church, and 
all but join in with the chanters, with the notes 
only, however. But when, at last, the time came 
to say farewell, I bowed low to Susanna, but did 
not give her the last kiss. Mr. Ratsch, on the 
contrary, fulfilled that dreadful rite with great 
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ease of manner. With a respectful inclination 
of the body, he invited to the coffin the gentleman 
with the Order of St. Stanislaus, as though he 
were giving him a treat, and grasping his children 
under the arms, he lifted them with a flourish, 
one after the other, to the corpse. Eleonora Kar- 
povna, on taking leave of Susanna, suddenly 
broke out crying so that she could be heard all 
over the church; but she soon quieted down, and 
kept inquiring, in an irritated whisper: “ But 
where is my reticule?” Viktor held himself 
aloof, and by his whole bearing, apparently, 
wished to have it understood how alien he was to 
all such customs, and that he was merely fulfil- 
ling a duty imposed by decency. The person 
who displayed more sympathy than all the rest 
was the little old man in the hooded cloak, who 
had been a surveyor in the Government of Tam- 
bdéff fifteen years before, and had not seen Ratsch 
since; he had not known Susanna at all, but had 
already contrived to drink a couple of glasses 
of liquor at the buffet. My aunt also had come 
to the church. By some means or other she had 
found out that the dead woman was no other than 
the lady who had paid me a visit, and she was in- 
describably agitated! She could not make up her 
mind to suspect me of an evil deed, but neither was 
she able to explain such a strange concatenation 
cf circumstances. ... She probably thought 
that Susanna had decided to commit suicide for 
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my sake, and, donning her darkest garments, 
with a grieving heart, and in tears, she prayed on 
her knees for the repose of the soul of the newly- 
presented,’ and placed a candle which cost a ruble 
in front of the holy image of the Consolation of 
Grief... . “ Amishka” had come with her, and 
prayed also; but she kept staring mostly at me; 
and being horrified. . . . That ancient spinster 
was, alas! not indifferent toward me! As my 
aunt passed out of the church, she distributed 
to the poor all the money in her pocket, to the 
amount of more than ten rubles. 

The ceremony of bidding farewell came to an 
end at last. They prepared to cover the coffin. 
During the whole course of the service, I had 
not had the heart to look at the distorted face of 
the poor girl; but every time that my eyes had 
casually caught sight of it, it seemed to me that 
it wanted to say: ““ He has not come! He has not 
come!”’ They began to place the lid on the coffin. 
I could not contain myself: I darted a swift 
glance at the dead woman. “ Why hast thou 
done this thing?” I asked involuntarily. . 
“He has not come!”—I seemed to hear, for the 
last time. . . 

The hammer beat upon the nails, and all was 
over. 


1 Tn ecclesiastical phraseology: ‘‘The newly-presented servant of 
God’”’ means the dead person who has recently been summoned to 
God’s presence. — TRANSLATOR. 
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XXVIT 


WE set out for the cemetery, following the coffin. 
There were forty of us, of varying quality; in 
reality, an idle throng. The wearisome proces- 
sion lasted for more than an hour. The weather 
grew worse and worse. Viktor got into a car- 
riage half-way there;* but Mr. Ratsch stepped 
out with spirit through the slushy snow, just as 
he must have stepped out through the snow 
when, after the fateful meeting with Semyén 
Matvyéevitch, he had triumphantly led to his 
home the young girl whom he had forever 
blighted. The “veteran’s” hair, his eyebrows, 
were bordered with snowflakes; at times he 
panted and groaned, then valiantly inhaling his 
breath, he puffed out his strong, brown cheeks. 
Actually, one might have thought that he was 
laughing. “ After my death, my pension is to 
pass to Ivan Demyanitch,’—the words of Su- 
sanna’s note-book again recurred to my memory. 
We reached the cemetery at last; we made our 
way to the freshly-dug grave. The last rite was 
speedily performed; every one was benumbed 
with cold, every one was in a hurry to get it over 
with. The coffin on its ropes slid into the yawn- 


1Jt is customary for men to walk bareheaded behind the corpse 
from church to cemetery—and women sometimes do it also—as at 
the funerals of noted authors. The empty carriages follow to relieve 
the weary, if necessary, or in token of respect from persons who are 
not present.— TRANSLATOR. 
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ing pit; they began to throw earth upon it. At 
this point, also, Mr. Ratsch displayed his vigor 
of spirit; he hurled the clods of earth upon the lid 
of the cofiin so promptly and with such force, and 
in so doing he thrust forward his foot and threw 
back his torso in so dashing a manner... . he 
could not have acted more energetically if it had 
been a case of stoning his fiercest enemy to death. 
Viktor, as before, held himself aloof; he kept 
wrapping his cloak about him, and rubbing his 
chin over the beaver of his collar. Mr. Ratsch’s 
other children zealously followed the example of 
their father. It afforded them great pleasure to 
fling sand and dirt, for which, however, they 
cannot be blamed. A mound made its appear- 
ance in place of the pit; we were already pre- 
paring to disperse when, all of a sudden, Mr. 
Ratsch, wheeling round in military fashion to 
the left, and slapping himself on the thigh, an- 
nounced to all of us, ““ Messrs. Men,” that he in- 
vited us, and also “the respected clergy,” to the 
“feast of commemoration” which had been pro- 
vided at a short distance from the cemetery, in 
the principal hall of a very decent eating-house, 
“through the efforts of the most amiable Sigis- 
mund Sigismundovitch...” As he uttered 
these words, he pointed at the assistant district 
police inspector, and added that, in spite of all 
his grief, and his Lutheran faith, he, Ivan 
Demyanitch, as a true Russian, prized ancient 
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Russian customs above all things. “ My spouse,” 
he exclaimed,—‘“‘ and the ladies who have been 
so good as to come with her, may go home, but we, 
Messrs. Men, will commemorate with a modest 
feast the shade of Thy deceased servant!” Mr. 
Ratsch’s proposal was accepted with genuine 
feeling; “the respected clergy” interchanged ex- 
pressive glances, and the officer of Ways and 
Communications slapped Ivan Demyd4nitch on 
the shoulder and called him a patriot and the 
soul of society. 

We wended our way in a horde to the eating- 
house. In the eating-house, in the middle of a 
long and broad but perfectly empty room on the 
second story stood two tables covered with bot- 
tles, viands, table utensils, and surrounded with 
chairs; the odour of the plaster united with the 
odour of vodka and fast-oil’ struck one in the 
face, and oppressed the breath. The assistant 
police inspector, in his quality of manager, seated 
the clergy at the honourable end of the table, 
where the fasting viands were chiefly massed to- 
gether; the other guests seated themselves after 
the clergy; the feast began. I would prefer not 
to employ so festive a word as feast; but no other 
word would suit the actual facts. At first, every- 

1 Butter (as well as cheese and eggs), being an animal product, is 
prohibited during the numerous fasts by the Eastern Catholic 
Church. In its stead nut-oils are used by the wealthy, and sun- 


flower-seed oil by the less well-to-do, for culinary purposes.—Txans- 
LATOR. 
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thing proceeded very quietly, not without a shade 
of mournfulness. Mouths chewed, wine-glasses 
were emptied, but sighs were also audible, possi- 
bly the sighs of digestion, and, possibly, sighs of 
feeling. Death was alluded to, attention was di- 
rected to the brevity of human life, to the perish- 
ableness of earthly hopes. The officer of Ways 
and Communications narrated an anecdote,—a 
military anecdote, it is true, yet of an edifying 
nature; the priest in the purple velvet skull-cap 
encouraged him, and he himself contributed a 
curious instance from the life of holy John the 
Warrior; the other priest, with the capitally- 
dressed hair, although he paid attention chiefly 
to the food, nevertheless uttered something of an 
instructive character about the spotlessness of 
maidenhood. Gradually everything underwent a 
change. Faces grew red, voices began to be 
raised, laughter asserted its rights; abrupt ex- 
clamations began to resound, caressing epithets 
began to make themselves heard, such as: “ my 
dear old chap,” “my darling,” and even “my 
pet” and “you dear piggy-wiggy”’; in a word, 
all that sort of thing rained down of which the 
Russian soul is so lavish when it is, as the saying 
runs, “unbuttoned.” When at last the corks 
of the Don-district champagne began to pop, 
things had grown decidedly uproarious; some one 
even crowed like a cock, and another guest pro- 
posed to chew up and swallow the wine-glass 
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from which he had just been drinking. Mr. 
Ratsch, no longer scarlet but dark blue in hue, 
suddenly rose from his seat; he had previously 
been making a great deal of noise, but at this 
point he begged permission to make a speech. 
—“Talk away! Make your speech!”—roared 
all. The old man in the old-fashioned hooded 
cloak even shouted:—“ Bravo!”—and clapped 
his hands .. . . he was already sitting on the 
floor, by the way. Mr. Ratsch raised his beaker 
high above his head, and announced that he 
intended in brief but “impressive” terms to 
indicate the qualities of “that very lovely soul 
which, having abandoned here its, so to speak, 
earthly shell (die trdische Hiille), had soared to 
heaven and had plunged” . . . Mr. Ratsch cor- 
rected himself: “and had got stuck in the 
mire” ’* ... He corrected himself again: “ and 
had*plunged! J..::....” 

“Father Deacon! My most respected! My 
dear!”—a suppressed, but persuasive whisper 
became audible:—“‘ They say you have a hell of 
a voice; pray, strike up: “We Live Amid the 
Fields!’ ” 

‘““ Ssh! ssssshsssh!—Stop that! What do you 
mean by it! ’—flitted past the guests’ ears. 

“|... Has plunged the whole of her devoted 
family,’—went on Mr. Ratsch, casting a severe 
glance in the direction of the music-lover:—“ has 


(74 


1 He said pogrydzla instead of pogruzila.—'TRANSLATOR. 
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plunged the whole of her family in inconsolable 
sorrow!— Yes!”—exclaimed Ivan Demyanitch, 
—“ justly does the Russian proverb say: ‘ Fate 
persecutes, has no compassion, breaks... .”” 

“Stop! gentlemen!”—suddenly shouted a 
hoarse voice at the end of the table,—“ my purse 

‘““ Akh, the rascal! ”’—squeaked another voice, 
shrilly, and bang! rang out a box on the ear. 

Good heavens! What a scene followed! It 
was as though a wild beast which, up to that mo- 
ment, had only now and then growled and made 
a movement at us had suddenly broken loose 
from his chain and had reared up on his hind legs, 
in all the terrible beauty of his dishevelled mane. 
Every one, to all appearances, had privately 
been expecting a “row” as the natural concomi- 
tant and conclusion of the feast, so all fairly 
flung themselves into the fray, and took a hand. 

. Plates and glasses crashed, rolled, chairs 
were overturned, a piercing yell was raised, arms 
were flourished in the air, coat-tails fluttered, and 
a brawl began! 

“Thrash him! Give him a good drubbing!” 
thundered my neighbour the fish-dealer, like one 
dazed, though up to that moment he had seemed 
the most peaceable man in the world. Truth to 
tell, he had silently emptied ten glasses of liquor. 


nwo was to be thrashed, and for what he was 
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to be thrashed, he had no idea, but he howled 
frantically. 

The assistant district police inspector, the offi- 
cer of Ways and Communications, Mr. Ratsch 
himself, who, probably, had not in the least ex- 
pected that so speedy an end would be put to his 
eloquence, tried to restore silence... . but 
their efforts proved fruitless. My neighbour the 
fish-dealer even attacked Mr. Ratsch. 

“Thou hast killed the girl, thou dirty, thrice- 
damned German,’—he shouted at him, shaking 
his fists.—“‘ Thou hast bribed the police, and now 
thou art blustering!” 

At this point the waiters ran up... . 

What happened after that I do not know. 
I caught up my cap as speedily as possible and 
took to my heels! All I remember is that some- 
thing gave a tremendous crack; I also remember 
herring-bones in the hair of the old man in the 
hooded cloak, the priest’s hat, which flew the 
whole length of the room, the pale face of Viktor, 
who was crouched in a corner, and some one’s 
sandy beard, and some one’s muscular hand. . . . 
These were the last impressions which I carried 
away from “the feast of commemoration,” ar- 
ranged by the most amiable Sigismund Sigis- 
mundovitch, in honour of poor Susanna. 

After resting a little, I wended my way to 
Fustoff, and related to him everything of which 
I had been a witness in the course of that day. 
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He listened to me seated, without raising his 
head, and thrusting both hands under his leg, he 
said again: ““ Akh, my poor girl, my poor girl!” 
and again he lay down on the divan and turned 
his back to me. 

A week later he had entirely recovered, and 
had begun to live as before. I asked him for Su- 
sanna’s note-book, as a memento; he gave it to 
me, without making any difficulties over the 
matter. 


XXVIII 


SEVERAL years passed. My aunt died, and I had 
removed from Moscow to Petersburg. Fustoff, 
also, had betaken himself to Petersburg. He had 
entered the Ministry of Finance, but I met him 
rarely, and no longer saw anything in particular 
in him. He was an official like all other officials, 
and therein lies all there is to be said! If he is 
still alive, and has not married, he has, in all prob- 
ability, undergone no change to the present day; 
he turns and glues and occupies himself with 
gymnastics, and devours his own heart, as of yore; 
and makes sketches of Napoleon in a blue uni- 
form in the albums of his female friends. I hap- 
pened to go to Moscow on business. In Moscow 
I learned, to my no small amazement, I must con- 
fess, that the affairs of my former acquaintance, 
Mr. Ratsch, had taken an unfavourable turn. 
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His wife, it is true, had presented him with twins, 
two boys, whom, as a “native Russian,” he had 
had baptised Bryatcheslaff and Vyatcheslaff ; 
but his house had burned down, he had been com- 
pelled to resign from the service, and, the most 
important item of all—his eldest son, Viktor, 
seemed a permanent resident of the debtors’ 
prison. During my sojourn in Moscow, in one 
company, mention of Susanna was made in my 
presence, and in the most unfavourable, the most 
insulting manner! I endeavoured, in every pos- 
sible way, to defend the memory of the hapless 
girl, to whom fate had denied even a merciful 
oblivion; but my arguments did not make much 
impression on my hearers. But I did shake one 
of them, a young student-poet. He sent me, on 
the following day, a poem which I have forgot- 
ten, but which terminated with the four following 
lines 

But even o’er the neglected grave 

The voice of scandal has not ceased... . 

It agitates the gentle ghost 

And sears the flowers upon its mound! 


I perused these verses, and involuntarily fell 
into a reverie. Susanna’s image rose up before 
me. Again I beheld that frost-covered window 
in my room; I recalled that evening, and the gusts 
of the snow-storm, and those words, those sobs. 
.... I began to meditate how Susanna’s love 
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for Fuistoff could be explained, and why she had 
surrendered herself so hastily, so irresistibly to 
despair as soon as she perceived that she had been 
abandoned. Why had she been unwilling to 
wait, to hear the bitter truth from the lips of the 
beloved man himself, to write him a letter? How 
was it possible to hurl one’s self headlong into 
the abyss in that manner?— Because she so pas- 
sionately loved Fustoff, I shall be told; because 
she could not endure the slightest doubt as to 
his devotion, his respect toward her.— Perhaps 
so; and perhaps, also, because she did not love 
Fustoff so passionately ; because she had not been 
mistaken in him, but had only placed her last 
hopes on him, and was unable to reconcile herself 
to the thought that even that man had turned 
away from her immediately, at the first word of 
the calumniator! Who shall say what killed her: 
wounded self-love, or the pain of an irretrievable 
position, or, in conclusion, the memory of that 
first, splendid, just being to whom, in the morn- 
ing of her life, she had so joyously given herself, 
who had had such profound confidence in her, and 
had so respected her? Who knows? Perhaps at 
the very moment, when it seemed to me that over 
her dead lips hovered the cry: “He has not 
come!” her spirit was already rejoicing that she 
had gone away to him, to her Michel! Great are 
the mysteries of human life, and the most inac- 
cessible of these mysteries is love. . . . But, nev- 
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ertheless, even to the present day, whenever the 
image of Susanna rises up before me, I am un- 
able to crush within me either pity for her, or re- 
proach to Fate, and my lips involuntarily whis- 
per: “ The hapless girl! the hapless girl!” 
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A STRANGE STORY 


IFTEEN years ago—[began Mr. X.], 

duties connected with the government ser- 
vice compelled me to pass several days in the gov- 
ernmental town of T .... I put up at a very 
decent sort of inn, built six months before my ar- 
rival by a Jewish tailor who had grown wealthy. 
They say that it did not thrive long, which is a 
very common occurrence in our country; but I 
found it still in full splendour; the new furniture 
detonated at night like pistols, the bed-linen, 
table-cloths and napkins smelled of soap, and an 
odour of varnish emanated from the painted 
floors; but this, in the opinion of the waiter, a very 
elegant although not quite clean individual, pre- 
vented the dissemination of insects. This waiter, 
a former valet to Prince G., was distinguished 
by his free and easy manner and his self-con- 
fidence; he went about constantly in a second- 
hand dress-suit and shoes down at the heel, carried 
a napkin under his arm and a quantity of pim- 
ples on his cheeks, and freely flourishing his 
sweaty hands, he gave utterance to brief but edi- 
fying remarks. He showed me some goodwill, 
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as a man capable of appreciating his culture and 
knowledge of the world; but he surveyed his lot 
with somewhat disillusioned eyes. 

“Everybody knows,”—he said to me one day, 
—“ what my position is now. Take him by the 
tail and fling him out of doors! ’— His name was 
Ardalion. 

I was about to make several calls upon the 
officials of the town. That same Ardalion pro- 
cured me a calash and a lackey, both equally rick- 
ety and shabby; but the lackey wore a livery, and 
the calash was adorned with a coat of arms. 
When I had finished all my official calls, I drove 
to a certain landed proprietor, an old acquain- 
tance of my father’s, who had long since settled 
down in the town of T..... I had not seen him 
for twenty years; he had contrived to marry and 
raise a good-sized family, had become a widower, 
and grown rich. He occupied himself with a gov- 
ernment monopoly, that is to say, he lent the rev- 
enue-farmers money at a high rate of interest. 

“The risk . . . . isa noble act!” How- 
ever, there was very little risk, either. In the 
course of our conversation, a young girl of seven- 
teen, delicate and slender, entered the room with 
light but irresolute steps, as though on tiptoe.— 
“ Here,’—said my acquaintance to me,—“ this 
is my eldest daughter, Sophie. I bespeak your 
goodwill for her; she has taken the place of my 
dead wife: she keeps house, and looks after her 
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brothers and sisters.”—I bowed a second time to 
the young girl (in the meantime she had dropped 
in a chair), and thought to myself that she did 
not look much like a housewife or a governess. 
Her face was entirely that of a child, round, with 
small, pleasant, but immobile features, small blue 
eyes, beneath high, uneven brows, which, also, 
were immobile, and gazed attentively, almost in 
surprise, as though they had begun to notice some- 
thing to which they were not accustomed; the 
plump little mouth, with its raised upper lip, not 
only did not smile, but apparently had not the 
habit of doing so at all; on her cheeks the rosy 
blood stood beneath the delicate skin in long, soft 
streaks, which did not increase or decrease. 
Fluffy fair hair hung in light clusters on both 
sides of her small head. Her breast rose and fell 
gently, and her arms were pressed tight to the 
narrow waist in an awkward, severe sort of way. 
Her sky-blue gown fell without folds—after the 
fashion of a child’s—to her little feet. The gen- 
eral impression produced by this young girl was 
not precisely unhealthy, but enigmatic. I beheld 
before me not simply a shy, provincial young 
lady, but a being with a peculiar stamp, which 
was not clear to me. It did not attract me, nei- 
ther did it repel me; I did not quite understand 
it, and merely felt that never yet had I happened 
to encounter a more sincere soul. Pity .... 
yes! Pity was what this young, serious, repressed 
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life evoked in me—God knows why! “ She is not 
of this earth,” I thought, although in the expres- 
sion of her face there was nothing “ ideal,” and 
although Mlle. Sophie had, evidently, merely 
presented herself for the purpose of playing the 
part of the housewife, to which her father had 
alluded. 


He began to talk about life in the town of T.... 
about the social pleasures and comforts which it 
afforded.—“‘We lead a quiet existence,’ —he 
remarked:—“the Governor is a melancholy 
man; the Marshal of Nobility for the Govern- 
ment‘ is a bachelor. Day after to-morrow, how- 
ever, there is to be a ball in the Assembly of the 
Nobility. I advise you to go. We do not lack 
beauties here. pind you will see all our intelli- 
géntziya, too.” 

My acquaintance, in his quality of a man oohe 
had once studied at the university, was fond of 
using learned expressions. He uttered them with 
irony, but with respect. Moreover, every one 
knows that the revenue-farming industry, in com- 
pany with staidness, develops a certain profun- 
dity of thought in men. 

“Permit me to ask whether you will be at the 


1 In the sense of a State in the United States.—Transiaror. 

2 A club-house for the gentry—the nobility. The capitals and 
country towns are provided with them.—Trans.aror. 

3 Literally, the cultured class. But it sometimes has a special, re- 
stricted meaning in Russia, suggestive of untrustworthiness in 
politics, and so forth.—TRawnsLaror. 
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ball? ”—TI said, addressing my friend’s daughter. 
I wanted to hear the sound of her voice. 

“ Papa intends to go,”—she replied,—“ and I 
shall go with him.” 

Her voice proved to be gentle and slow, and 
she pronounced every word as though she were 
perplexed. 

“In that case, permit me to invite you for the 
first quadrille.”—She bowed her head in token 
of assent; but even then she did not smile. 

I soon took my leave, and I remember that the 
look of her eyes, intently fixed on me, seemed to 
me so strange that I involuntarily glanced over 
my shoulder to find out whether she saw any one 
or anything behind my back. 


RETURNING to the inn, I dined on the inevitable 
“soupe Julienne,” cutlets,’ with peas, and hazel- 
hens dried to blackness, then seated myself on the 
divan, and gave myself over to meditation. The 
subject of my musings was Sdéfya, that enig- 
matic daughter of my acquaintance; but as Ar- 
dalién cleared the table, he interpreted my 
thoughtfulness after his own fashion: he ascribed 
it to ennui. 

“‘ There are very few diversions in our town for 

1 Cutlets, in Russia, is the dignified appellation for boiled beef, 
chopped and fried in cakes (something like Hamburger steak). 
Fancy names are appended—often the name of a slashing military 


hero, such as “‘ Skobeleff cutlets.”” The difference lies in the season- 
ing and the ingredients added to the boiled beef.—'TRaNstator. 
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gentlemen who are temporary residents,” he be- 
gan, with his wonted free and easy condescension, 
at the same time continuing to slap the backs of 
the chairs with his dirty napkin: this slapping 
is, as every one knows, peculiar to well-trained 
servants only. . —“ Very few!”—He paused, 
and the huge wall-clock, with a purple rose on 
its white face, seemed to be expressing confirma- 
tion of his words, by its monotonous and power- 
ful ticking.—“Ve....ryl) Ve... .ry!” 
it rapped out.—“ There are no concerts or thea- 
tres,’— went on Ardalidn (he had travelled 
abroad with his master, and had almost been in 
Paris; he knew very well that only peasants say: 
“ kidtr ”),—“ nor dances, for instance, nor even- 
ing receptions among the Messrs. Nobles; no- 
thing of that sort exists.”— (He paused for a 
moment, probably for the purpose of giving me 
a chance to take note of the exquisiteness of his 
style.) —“‘ They do not even see each other often. 
Each one sits on his own stalk like some sort of 
a wooden doll. And the result is that visitors 
from out of town have nowhere—simply nowhere 
—to go.” 

Ardalién darted a sidelong glance at me. 

“Unless it be... .” he pursued, halting between 
his words.—“ In case you have a mind... .” 

Again he darted a glance at me, and even 
grinned; but it must have been that he did not 
observe the proper inclination in me. 
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The elegant servant walked to the door, re- 
flected, came back, and, after shifting from foot 
to foot, he bent down to my ear and said, with 
a playful smile: 

“Would n’t you like to see the dead?” 


J starep at him in amazement. 

“Yes,’—he went on, still in a whisper;—‘“‘ we 
have a man of that sort here. A plain petty 
burgher, and even illiterate, but he does astound- 
ing things. If, for example, you were to present 
yourself before him, and express a desire to be- 
hold any of your deceased acquaintances whom- 
soever, he will infallibly show him to you.” 

“In what way?” 

“Why, that ’s his secret. For, although he is 
an illiterate man,—to speak straight out, stupid, 
—yet he is very strong on divinity! The mer- 
chant class hold him in great reverence!” 

“ And is this known to every one in town? ” 

“'Those who care about it know, sir; well, and, 
of course, he has an eye to danger from the police. 
Because, say what you will, these are prohibited 
affairs, and for the common people—a tempta- 
tion; the common people—the rabble, that is to 
say, as is well known, would take to their fists at 
once! ” 

“Has he shown you any dead people? ”—I 
asked Ardalion. I did not dare to address so 
cultured a mortal as “ thou.” 
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Ardalién nodded his head.—“ Yes, sir, he has; 
he presented my parent as though he were alive.” 

I fixed my eyes on Ardalidn. He was grin- 
ning, and playing with his napkin—and gazing 
condescendingly but firmly at me. 

“Why, this is extremely curious,”—I ex- 
claimed at last.—“ Cannot I make the acquain- 
tance of this petty burgher?” 

“It ’s impossible to do it directly, sir; but one 
must act through his mamma—a very staid old 
woman; she peddles wetted apples * on the bridge. 
If you command, I'll ask her, sir.” 

sePray.-do:% 

Ardalién coughed behind his hand.—“ And, of 
course, it is proper to hand a small gratuity, what- 
ever you please, to her also, to the old woman. 
And I, on my part, will announce to her, sir, that 
she need not fear you, as you are a stranger, a 
gentleman—well, and, of course, you can under- 
stand that this is a secret, and that in no ease will 
you get her into difficulties.” 

Ardalién took the tray in one hand and, grace- 
fully wriggling both his figure and the tray, 
walked toward the door. 

“So I can rely upon you?”—I called after 
him. 

“Depend on me!”—rang out his self-confi- 


* Apples, as well as the tiny Arctic cranberries, are wet down for 
winter use, the cranberries being eaten raw, with poultry, as well 
as the apples.—TransiaTor. 
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dent voice.—“ TI “Il have a talk with the old wo- 
man; and report the answer to you punctually.” 


I witx not dilate upon the thoughts which were 
aroused in me by the remarkable fact imparted by 
Ardalién; but I am ready to admit that I awaited 
the promised answer with impatience. Late in 
the evening, Ardalién entered my room and ex- 
pressed his vexation: he had not been able to find 
the old woman. Nevertheless, by way of encour- 
agement, I handed him a three-ruble banknote. 
On the following morning, he made his appear- 
ance again in my room, with a joyful face: the 
old woman had consented to an interview with me. 

“ Hey! brat!’’—shouted Ardalién into the cor- 
ridor,—‘“‘ artisan! come hither!””— There entered 
a child of six years, all smeared with soot, like a 
kitten, with closely-clipped hair, which even left 
the head bare in spots, in a tattered striped dress- 
ing-gown and enormous overshoes upon his bare 
feet.—“ Here, thou art to conduct them?’ to the 
place thou knowest of,” —said Ardalion, address- 
ing the “ artisan,” and pointing at me.—“ And 
as for you, sir, when you arrive, inquire for Mas- 
tridiya Karpovna.” 

The lad emitted a hoarse sound, and we set out. 


WE walked for quite a long time through the 
unpaved streets of the town of T . . . .; at last, 
* Respectful for “ him.”—TransLaTor. 
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in one of them, about the most deserted and mel- 
ancholy of them all, my guide came to a halt in 
front of a small, aged, two-story wooden house, 
and wiping his nose on his sleeve, he said: 

“ Here-a; turn to the right.” I entered 
through a porch into the anteroom, and tapped 
on the right; the low-browed door screeched on its 
rusty hinges, and I beheld before me a fat old 
woman, in a short cinnamon-brown jacket, lined 
with hare-skin, with a bright-hued kerchief on her 
head. 

“ Mastridiya Karpovna? ”—I asked. 

“I ’m she herself,’’—the old woman replied, in 
a squeaking voice.—“ Pray, come in. Would n’t 
you like a chair?” 

The room into which the old woman ushered 
me was so crammed with all sorts of rubbish, 
rags, pillows, feather-beds, sacks, that it was al- 
most an utter impossibility to turn round in it. 
The sunlight barely forced its way through two 
tiny, dust-covered windows; in one coyner, be- 
hind a mass of boxes, piled one on top of another, 
some one or other was faintly groaning and wail- 
ing; perhaps it was a sick child, and, possibly, 
it was a puppy. I sat down on the chair, and 
the old woman planted herself squarely in front 
of me. Her face was yellow, half-transparent, 
like wax; her lips were sunken to such a degree 
that, amid the multitude of wrinkles, they seemed 
to be a transverse wrinkle; a tuft of white hair 
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stuck out from beneath the head-kerchief, but the 
inflamed, grey little eyes gazed forth shrewdly 
and audaciously from beneath the jutting frontal 
bone; and a sharp-pointed little nose fairly stood 
out like an awl, and sniffed the air, as much as to 
say: “I’m a knave!””—“ Well! thou ’rt no fool 
of a woman! ”’—I said to myself; and, moreover, 
she exhaled an odour of liquor. I explained to 
her the cause of my visit, which, by the way, as 
I noticed, must have been already known to her. 
She listened to me, blinking her eyes rapidly, but 
merely protruding her nose in a still more acute 
point, as though she were preparing to peck 
with it. 

“ Just so, sir, Just so, sir,’—she said at last;— 
“ Ardalién Matvyeitch told us, sir, exactly so, sir; 
you require the art of my dear son, Vasinka. . . . 
Only, we are in doubt, my dear sir. . . .” 

“Why?”—I interrupted.—“ You may feel 
perfectly at ease so far as I am concerned. . . . 
I ’m not an informer.” 

“ Okh, dear little father mine,”—put in the 
old woman hastily,—“‘ why do you say that? 
Dare we think such a thing of your Well-Born? 
And what cause is there to tell tales of us? My 
son is not the sort of a person, dear little father, 
to consent to any suspicious affair... . or in- 
dulge himself with any sorcery. . ... God, and 
His Mother, the All-Holy Birth-Giver of God, 
forbid!”’ (Here the old woman crossed herself 
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thrice.) “ He ’s the greatest faster and prayer 
in the government; the very greatest, dear little 
father mine, your Well-Born! I should think 
so! This is not the work of his hands. It is from 
above, my dear little dove; yes!” 

“So you consent? ”’—I asked;—“‘ when can I 
see your son?” 

Again the old woman blinked her eyes, and 
shifted her handkerchief, which was rolled up in 
a ball, from one sleeve to the other, a couple of 
times. 

“ Okh, my good sir, my good sir, we are in 
doubt ae 

“Permit me, Mastridiya Karpovna, to hand 
you the following,’ —I interrupted, and gave her 
a ten-ruble note. 

The old woman immediately grasped it in her 
plump, hooked fingers, which were suggestive of 
the fleshy claws of an owl, thrust it hastily into 
her sleeve, pondered awhile, and, as though sud- 
denly coming to a decision, she smote herself on 
the hips with both palms. 

“Come hither this evening, between seven and 
eight,”—she said, not in her habitual, but in a 
more important and quieter voice ;—“ only, not to 
this room, but please to ascend to the second story; 
and thou wilt find a door on the left, and do thou 
open that door; and thou wilt enter, your Well- 
Born, into an empty chamber, and in that cham- 
ber, thou wilt see a chair. Seat thyself on that 
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chair, and wait; and whatever thou mayest behold, 
thou must utter not a word, and must do noth- 
ing; and thou wilt please not to converse with my 
son, either, because he is still young and has 
epilepsy. He is very easily frightened; he 
quakes and quakes like a young chicken . . 
it’s terrible!” 

I looked at Mastridiya.—“ You say that he is 
young; but if he is your son... .” 

“In spirit, dear little father; in spirit! I have 
a great many orphans! ’—she added, nodding her 
head in the direction of the corner whence the 
plaintive whine proceeded.—“ O-okh, O Lord my 
God, All-Holy Mother, the Birth-Giver of God! 
And you, dear little father mine, your Well- 
Born, before you come hither, please to reflect 
well whom of your deceased relatives or acquain- 
tances,—the kingdom of heaven be theirs!—you 
are desirous of seeing. Sort over your dead, and 
whomsoever you select, hold that one well in mind, 
hold him until my little son comes!” 

“And am not I to tell your son precisely 
whom. ia.” 

“ Naw, naw, dear little father, not a single 
word. He himself will discover in your thoughts 
what he requires. But do you hold your acquain- 
tance tho-rough-ly in mind; and at dinner, drink 
some wine,—two or three glasses; wine never 
comes amiss.” 

The old woman broke into a laugh, licked her 
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lips, passed her hand across her mouth, and 
sighed. 

“ At half-past seven then?”—I asked, rising 
from my chair. 

“At half-past seven, dear little father, your 
Well-Born; at half-past seven,’—replied Mas- 
tridiya Karpovna, soothingly. 


I Took leave of the old woman, and returned to 
the inn. I had not the slightest doubt that they 
were preparing to fool me, but how? that was 
what aroused my curiosity. I exchanged two or 
three words, no more, with Ardalioén.—‘‘ Did she 
let you in? ’”’—he asked me, contracting his brows, 
and when I replied in the affirmative, he ex- 
claimed:—“ A Minister of a woman!”—In ac- 
cordance with the “ Minister’s ” advice, I began 
to go over my dead friends in my mind. After 
somewhat prolonged hesitation, I fixed, at last, 
upon an old Frenchman, long since dead, who had 
once been my tutor. I chose him in particular, 
not because I felt any special affection for him; 
but his whole figure was so original that any imi- 
tation of it was absolutely impossible. He had 
a huge head, with fleecy white hair brushed back, 
thick black eyebrows, a hooked nose, and two 
large moles of a purplish hue, in the middle of 
his forehead; he wore a green frock-coat, with 
smooth, brass buttons, a striped waistcoat with a 
standing collar, a lace frill and wrist-ruffles. “ If 
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he shows me my old Dessert,’—I thought, “I 
shall be compelled to acknowledge that he is a 
sorcerer.” 

At dinner, according to the old woman’s ad- 
vice, I drank a bottle of claret of the very best 
quality, as Ardalion averred, but with a very 
strong flavour of burnt cork, and with a thick 
sediment of sandal-wood at the bottom of each 
glass. 


PRECISELY at half-past seven I found myself in 
front of the house in which I had conferred with 
the respected Mastridiya Karpovna. All the 
window-shutters were closed, but the door was 
open. I entered the house, ascended the rickety 
staircase to the second story, and, briskly opening 
the door on the left, I found myself, as the old 
woman had foretold, in a perfectly empty, fairly 
spacious room; a tallow candle, placed on the 
window-sill, illuminated it faintly; against the 
wall, opposite the door, stood a chair with a wat- 
tled seat. I trimmed the candle, which had had 
time to burn down considerably, seated myself on 
the chair, and began to wait. 

The first ten minutes passed rather quickly. 
In the room itself there was absolutely nothing 
which could attract my attention; but I lent an ear 
to every rustle, and gazed intently at the closed 
door. ... My heart beat violently. The first ten 
minutes were succeeded by others; then half an 
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hour, three quarters of an hour elapsed—and no- 
thing even stirred around me! Several times I 
coughed, in order to let it be understood that I 
was present; I began to grow bored, and angry; 
to be fooled in that way had not entered into my 
calculations. JI was already preparing to rise 
from my chair, and taking the candle from the 
window, to go down-stairs. . . . I glanced at it; 
again the wick had burned into the shape of a 
mushroom; but on turning my glance from the 
candle to the door, I involuntarily shuddered; 
leaning against the door itself, stood aman. He 
had entered so quickly and noiselessly that I had 
heard nothing. 


He wore a plain blue peasant overcoat; he was 
of medium height, and rather thick-set. With 
hands thrust behind his back, and drooping head, 
he riveted his eyeson me. By the dim light of the 
candle, I could not distinguish his features very 
clearly: I saw merely a shaggy mane of tangled 
hair falling over his brow, and large, slightly 
crooked lips, and whitish eyes. I was on the 
point of addressing him, but recalled Mastridiya’s 
directions, and bit my lips. The man who had en- 
tered continued to stare at me; and I likewise 
stared at him, and, strange to say! I felt, sim- 
ultaneously, something akin to terror, and, as 
though by command, I began immediately to 
think of my old governor. He still stood at the 
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door, and breathed heavily, as though he were 
_ chmbing a hill, or lifting a burden, and his eyes 
seemed to open more widely, as though he were 
approaching me—and I began to feel uncomfort- 
able under their persistent, oppressive, menacing 
gaze; at times those eyes blazed with malevolent 
inward fire; I had noticed the same sort of fire in 
the eyes of a greyhound, when it “ sights ” a hare, 
and, like the greyhound, he followed my gaze 
with his when I “ made a spurt,” that is to say, 
tried to turn my eyes aside. 


Tuus passed I know not how long a time; per- 
haps a minute; perhaps a quarter of an hour. He 
stared all the while at me. I, all the while, felt a 
certain awkwardness and terror, and thought 
steadily of my Frenchman. A couple of times 
I tried to say to myself: “ What nonsense! What 
afarce!” I tried to smile, to shrug my shoulders. 
.... In vain! Every resolution instantane- 
ously “ congealed ”—I can choose no better word 
. . within me. I was in the grip of some sort 

of stupor. All at once, I observed that he had left 
the door, and was standing a pace or two nearer 
me; then he almost hopped, with both feet at once, 
and came still nearer. ... Then still nearer 
. and nearer still; and his threatening eyes 
fairly bored themselves into the whole of my face, 
and his arms remained behind his back, and his 
broad chest breathed heavily. These hops ap- 
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peared to me ridiculous, but dread fell upon me, 
also, and, something which I could not in the least 
understand, drowsiness suddenly began to de- 
scend upon me. My eyelids stuck together.... 
the shaggy figure, with whitish eyes, in the blue 
peasant coat, became double before me—and sud- 
denly vanished altogether!—I started: again he 
stood between the door and me, but much nearer 
now. ... Then again he vanished—as though a 
mist had descended upon him, again he reap- 
peared ....again he vanished .... again he reap- 
peared .... and always nearer, nearer ... . 
his laboured, almost snoring breath already 
reached me. . . . Again the mist descended, and 
suddenly, from out of that mist, beginning with 
the white locks brushed back, the head of old Des- 
sert began clearly to outline itself! Yes; there 
were his moles, his black eyebrows, his hooked 
nose! There was his green frock-coat with the 
brass buttons, and the striped waistcoat, and the 
lace frill. . . . I shrieked, I half-rose from my 
seat. . . . The old man had vanished, and in his 
stead I beheld the man in the blue coat. He 
walked, tottering, to the wall, leaned his head 
and both arms against it, and, panting like an 
over-fed horse, he said, in a hoarse voice: ‘“‘ Tea! ” 
Mastridiya rushed to him, from somewhere or 
other, and saying: “ Vasinka, Vasinka,” —set her- 
self anxiously to wipe away the perspiration, 
which was fairly streaming from his hair and 
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face. I was about to approach her, but she ex- 
claimed in so peremptory, so heart-rending a 
voice:—‘‘ Your Well-Born, merciful father, do 
not ruin him, go away, for Christ's sake! ”—that 
I obeyed; and she turned again to her son— 
“ Benefactor, dear little dove,” —she soothed him; 
“thou shalt have tea immediately, immediately. 
And do you, dear little father, drink tea at 
home!” she shouted after me. 


On reaching home, I obeyed Mastridiya, and or- 
dered tea to be served; I felt weary—even weak. 
—“ Well, how did it turn out, sir? ””— Ardalién 
asked me:—“ Have you been, sir? Have you seen 
anything, sir?” 

“He really did show me something... . 
which, I must confess, I had not expected,’—I 


replied. 
“ He ’s a man of great wisdom! ”—remarked 
Ardalién, as he carried out the samovar. “ He 


is gre-eatly reverenced by the merchant class!” 
As I got into bed, and meditated upon what 
had happened to me, I imagined that, at last, I 
had got at the explanation of it. That man, 
undoubtedly, possessed remarkable magnetic 
power; acting, of course, in a manner incompre- 
hensible to me, on my nerves, he had so clearly, so 
definitely evoked in me the image of the old man 
of whom I was thinking, that at last it had seemed 
to me as though I beheld him before my eyes. 
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. ... Such “metastasi”’—transferences of sen- 
sations—are known to science. Very good! but 
the power capable of producing such effects re- 
mained marvellous and mysterious, nevertheless. 
“Say what you will,”—I thought,—“ I have seen 
with my own eyes my dead tutor.” 


On the following day the ball came off at the 
Assembly of the Nobility. Sophie’s father ran in 
to see me, and reminded me of the invitation 
which I had given to his daughter. At ten o’clock 
that evening I was standing by her side in the 
middle of the hall, illuminated by a multitude of 
brass lamps, and was prepared to execute the 
simple steps of the French quadrille to the thun- 
derous howls of the military band. A throng 
of people had assembled; the number of ladies 
was especially large, and very pretty they were. 
But the palm for superiority over them all would, 
infallibly, have been awarded to my lady, had it 
not been for the somewhat strange, even some- 
what wild look of her eyes. I noticed that she 
very rarely winked; the indubitable expression 
of sincerity in her eyes did not redeem that which 
was unusual in them. But she was charmingly 
built, and moved gracefully, though shyly. 
When she waltzed, and bending her figure 
slightly backward, inclined her slender neck to- 
ward her right shoulder, as though desirous of 
avoiding her partner, nothing more touchingly- 
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youthful and pure could be imagined. She was 
_ all in white, with a small turquoise cross on a 
narrow black ribbon. 

I invited her for the mazurka, and tried to en- 
gage her in conversation. But she replied briefly 
and reluctantly, though she listened attentively, 
with the same expression of thoughtful surprise, 
which had struck me the first time I saw her. 
There was not a shadow of the coquetry usual 
at her age, with her personal appearance, and the 
absence of a smile, and those eyes, fixed unwav- 
eringly and straight on the eyes of her interlocu- 
tor,—those eyes which, at the same time, seemed 
to be discerning something else, to be anxious 
over something else. . . . What a strange being! 
Not knowing, at last, how to entertain her, it 
occurred to me to relate to her my adventure of 
the preceding evening. 


Su listened to the end, with evident curiosity; 
but, quite contrary to my expectations, she was 
not surprised at my story, and merely asked me, 
whether his name were not Vasily? I remem- 
bered that the old woman had called him “ Va- 
sinka”’ in my presence.—“ Yes; his name is Va- 
sily,’—I replied;—“is it possible that you know 
him?” 

“A pious man named Vasily lives here,’ —she 
said ;—“‘ I was wondering whether it was he?” 

“ Piety has nothing to do with the matter,” — 
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I remarked ;—“ it is simply the action of magnet- 
ism—a fact interesting to doctors and students 
of the natural sciences.” 

I undertook to set forth my views on that pe- 
culiar force which is called magnetism, on the 
possibility of subjecting the will of one man to 
the will of another, and so forth; but my expla- 
nations— which were somewhat obscure, to tell the 
truth—did not appear to make any impression 
on my companion. Sophie listened, dropping her 
clasped hands in her lap with her fan lying mo- 
tionless in them; she did not play with it, she did 
not move her fingers at all, and I felt that all my 
words rebounded from her, as from a wall of 
stone. She understood them, but obviously she 
had steadfast convictions of her own, which were 
not to be uprooted. 

“ But do not you admit the existence of mira- 
cles? ””—I exclaimed. 

“Of course I do,’—she said calmly.—“ And 
how is it possible not to admit that? Is it not 
said in the Gospels that he who has faith as one 
grain of mustard seed, can remove mountains 
from their places? One need only have the faith 
—and there will be miracles.” 

“Evidently, faith has become small in our 
day,” —I retorted:—“ I don’t seem to have heard 
of any miracles! ” 

“ But they happen; you have seen for yourself. 
No; faith has not been exterminated in our day; 
but the beginning of faith ... .” 
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“The fear of God is the beginning of wisdom,” 
—TI[ interposed. 

“The beginning of faith,’—pursued Sophie, 
not in the least disconcerted,—‘“‘is self-sacrifice 
. . . . humiliation!” 

“Even humiliation? ”—TI asked. 

“Yes. Human pride, presumption, arro- 
gance,—that is what must be thoroughly exter- 
minated. You alluded, just now, to the will .. . 
it, also, must be broken.” 

I surveyed with a glance the white figure of the 
young girl, who was giving utterance to such 
speeches. . . . “ And this baby is not jesting, 
either!” I thought. I glanced at our neighbours 
in the mazurka; they, also, glanced at me, and it 
struck me that my amazement was affording 
them amusement; one of them even smiled sym- 
pathetically at me, as much as to say: “ Aha! 
Well, haven’t we a queer young lady? Every- 
body here knows what she is like.” 

“ Have you tried to break your will? ”—I said, 
addressing myself once more to Sophie. 

“ Kvery one is bound to do that which seems 
right to him,”’—she replied, in a dogmatic sort of 
tone. 

“Permit me to ask you,’—I began, after a 
brief silence,—‘“‘ whether you believe in the pos- 
sibility of calling up the dead?” 

Sophie shook her head gently. 

“There are no dead.” 

“Why not?” 
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“ There are no dead souls; they are immortal, 
and can always reveal themselves whenever they 
like. . . . They are constantly around us.” 

“What? Do you assert, for instance, that a 
deathless soul may be hovering, at this moment, 
around yonder garrison major with the red 
nose? ” 

“Why not? The light of the sun illumines 
him and his nose,—and is not the sunlight, every 
sort of light, from God? And what does outward 
appearance matter? For the pure there is no- 
thing impure! If one could only find a teacher! 
a preceptor! ” 

“But pardon me, pardon me,’—I interposed, 
not without malicious delight,—“ you wish a pre- 
ceptor . . . . but what is your confessor for?” 

Sophie eoked coldly at me. 

“ Apparently, you want to ridicule me. My 
father confessor tells me what I ought to do; but 
I want a preceptor who will show me himself, 
by example, how to sacrifice myself!” 

She raised her eyes to the ceiling. With her 
childlike face, and that expression of impertur- 
bable pensiveness, of secret, perpetual surprise, 
she reminded me of the pre-Raphaelite Madon- 
nas: tin 

“I have read, somewhere or other,” —she went 
on, without turning toward me, and hardly moy- 
ing her lips,—“‘ that once a grandee gave orders 
that he was to be buried under the vestibule of the 
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church, in order that all the people who came 
_ thither might tread on him, trample him under 


foot. ... That is what one should do during one’s 
lifetime. -. ...” 

“Boom! boom! tra-ra-rakh!”—thundered the 
kettle-drums from the gallery. ... I confess 


that such a conversation at a ball appeared to me 
extremely eccentric; it involuntarily aroused in 
me thoughts . . . . of a nature diametrically the 
opposite of religious. I took advantage of my 
lady being invited out in one of the figures of the 
mazurka to relinquish our quasi-theological dis- 
cussion. 

A quarter of an hour later, I conducted Mile. 
Sophie to her parent, and two days thereafter, 
I left the town of T ... ; and the image of the 
young girl with the childlike face, and the im- 
penetrable, as it were, stony soul, was quickly 
erased from my memory. 


Two years elapsed, and again it so happened that 
that image rose up before me. ‘To wit: I was 
chatting with a colleague in the service, who had 
just returned from a trip through southern Rus- 
sia. He had spent some time in the town of 
T .. ., and communicated to me some news of 
the society there. . —“ By the way!”—he ex- 
claimed.—“ Thou art well acquainted, I believe, 
with V. G. B.?” 
“ Of course I am.” 
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“And dost thou know his daughter Sofya?” 

“IT have seen her a couple of times.” 

“ Just imagine; she has eloped.” 

“What dost thou mean?”’ 

“Why, just that. °T is three months now, 
since she disappeared without leaving a trace. 
And the remarkable thing about it is that no one 
can say with whom she has eloped. Just imagine, 
there ’s not a surmise, not the smallest suspicion! 
She has refused all suitors. And her conduct 
was as modest as possible. I ’ve no faith in those 
quiet women, those pious women! The scandal 
in the government is frightful! B. is in de- 
spair. . . . And what need was there for her to 
run away? Her father complied with her will in 
all things. The chief, the incredible point is, 
that all the Lovelaces of the government are on 
hand, every man of them.” 

“* And she has not been found up to this time? ” 

“*T tell thee there ’s not a sign of her! There’s 
one wealthy bride less in the world, that ’s the bad 
part of it.” 

This bit of news greatly amazed me. It was 
not, in the least, consistent with the memory 
which I had preserved of Séfya B. But all sorts 
of things come to pass! 


In the autumn of that same year, Fate again cast 

me, on government business, into the Govern- 

ment of S ...., which, as every one knows, ad- 
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joins the Government of T . ... The weather 
was cold and rainy; the exhausted little nags 
from the posting-station dragged my taran- 
tas through the dissolving black loam of the 
highway. I remember that one day was particu- 
larly unlucky: three times did we stick fast in the 
mud up to the hubs; my postilion kept abandon- 
ing one wheel, and crawling to the other with a 
hoot and a howl; but it was no easier than the 
first. In a word, toward evening, I was so fagged 
out that, on reaching the station, I decided to pass 
the night in the post-house. I was assigned to a 
room with a battered wooden couch, a sagging 
floor, and tattered paper on the walls; it reeked 
of small beer, bast-mats, onions, and even tur- 
pentine, and flies roosted in swarms everywhere; 
but I could shelter myself from the storm, at 
Jeast; and it was wound up to rain, as the saying 
goes, for a stretch of twenty-four hours. I or- 
dered the samovar to be brought, and seating my- 
self on the couch, I surrendered myself to those 
cheerless thoughts inspired by the journey, which 
are so familiar to travellers in Russia. They 
were interrupted by a heavy knocking, which re- 
sounded throughout the cottage, from which my 
room was separated by a partition of boards. 
This knocking was accompanied by a spasmodic, 
sonorous jingling, like the clanking of chains, and 
a rough masculine voice suddenly yelled out— 
“‘ God bless all them that are in this house. Bless 
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them, O God! Bless them, O God! Amen, 


amen, disperse! ”’—repeated the voice, in an in- 
coherent sort of way, and with a fierce prolonga- 
tion of the last syllable of each word.... A 
vociferous sigh made itself heard, and a heavy 
body dropped down on the bench with the same 
clanking as before. 

“ Akulina! Servant of God, come hither!” — 
began the voice again;—“ behold, how naked, 
how blest I am!.... Ha-ha-ha! Phew! O Lord, 
my God, O Lord, my God, O Lord, my God!” 
—boomed the voice, like a chanter in a church- 
choir,—“O Lord, my God, Sovereign Master 
of my life, look upon my ungodliness. . . . O-ho- 
ho-ho! Ha-ha!.... Phew! And grace be 
upon this house at the seventh hour!” 

“ Who is that?” —TI asked the generous house- 
mistress, of the petty-burgher class, who entered 
my room with the samovar. 

“Why, that, dear little father mine,’—she 
replied, in a hurried whisper,—“ is a blessed fool, 
aman of God. He has made his appearance re- 
cently in our parts; and he is pleased to visit us. 
In what a storm! The water fairly runs off of 
him in streams, the dear man! And you just 
ought to see what chains he wears—they ’re aw- 


ful 


* These half-witted “men of God” frequently wear huge iron 
chains, weighing sixty pounds or more, on arms, legs, and body, by 
way of penance. They are greatly revered by the Russians, and 
often regarded as inspired.—'TRanszator. 
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“Bless, O God! Bless, O God!”—rang out 
_ the voice once more.—“‘ Akulfna! Hey, there, 
Akulina! Akulinushka—my friend! And where 
is our paradise? Our beautiful paradise? In 


the desert is our paradise .... paradise. . . 
And to this house, at the beginning of this age 
jie) Je BTEREIOY Wi) a OF Sit On. NOY.” ~~ The-voice 


muttered something unintelligible, and suddenly, 
after a prolonged yawn, the hoarse laugh made 
itself heard again. That laugh burst forth, every 
time, as though involuntarily, and every time 
angry spitting was audible after it. 

“ Ekh-ma! Stepanitch is not here! so much the 
worse for us!”—said the mistress, as though to 
herself, halting at the door, with all the signs of 
the most profound attention.—“ He will utter 
some saving word, and it will be beyond the un- 
derstanding of a woman like me! ”’—She briskly 
left the room. 


THERE was a crack in the partition; I put my eye 
to it. The pious idiot was sitting on a bench, with 
his back toward me. I could see only his shaggy 
head, as huge as a beer-kettle, and his broad, 
round-shouldered back covered with soaked 
patched rags. In front of him, on the earthen 
floor, knelt a puny woman in an old burgher’s 
jerkin, also soaked, with a dark kerchief pulled 
down over her very eyes. She was trying to pull 
off the idiot’s boots from his legs; her fingers 
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slipped over the muddy, slippery leather. The 
hostess was standing beside her with arms crossed 
on her bosom, and gazing devoutly at the “man 
of God.” He continued, as before, to grumble 
out some unintelligible remarks or other. 

At last, the woman in the jerkin’succeeded in 
pulling off a boot. She came near falling flat on 
the ground, but recovered herself, and set to work 
to unwind the idiot’s foot-cloth. There was a 
sore on the instep. . . . I turned away. 

“Dost thou not command me to entertain thee 
with tea, my dear man?”—the obsequious voice 
of the hostess made itself heard. 

“What art thou thinking of!”—returned the 
fool.—“ 'To coddle the sinful body. . . Okho-ho! 
They shall break all his bones . . . . and she says 
.... tea! Okh, okh, respected old woman, 
Satan is strong within us! Upon him cometh 
hunger, upon him cometh cold, upon him the win- 
dows of heaven are open, pouring rains and pierc- 
ing, but he careth not, he liveth! Remember the 
day of the Intercession of the Birth-Giver of 
God! 'Then much shall happen unto thee, much 
that is grievous! ” 

The hostess even uttered a faint exclamation of 
amazement. 

“ Only, hearken thou to me! Give away every- 
thing, give thy head, give thy shirt! And they 
will not ask thee, yet do thou give! For God 
seeth! Doth it take long to scatter a roof? He, 
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the Merciful, hath given thee bread; well, set it 
in the oven! For He seeth all. He se-e-e-eth! 
Whose eye is it in the triangle? tell me. . 
whose?” * 

The hostess crossed herself stealthily under her 
handkerchief. 

“'The ancient enemy, adamant! A... . da- 

- mant! A....da....mant,”—repeated 
the fool several times in succession, gnashing his 
teeth.—“ The ancient serpent. But God shall 
arise! Yea, God shall arise, and shall disperse 
His enemies! I will summon all the dead! I will 
march against His enemies. . . . Ha-ha-ha! 
Phew!” 

“Have you any olive oil?”—articulated an- 
other, barely audible voice;—“ give me some to 
put on the sore. . . . I have a clean rag.” 

Again I peeped through the crack; the wo- 
man in the jerkin was still fussing with the in- 
jured leg of the fool. ... “Magdalen!”—I 
thought. 

“Immediately, immediately, my dearest,” — 
said the hostess, and entering my room, she got 
a spoonful of oil from the shrine-lamp in front 
of the image. 

“ Who is that waiting on him? ”’—I asked. 

“1 don’t know, dear little father, who she is. 
She, too, is working out her salvation, I think; she 


1The fresco of the All-seeing Eye in the central cupola of 
a church, — TRANSLATOR. 
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is serving out her sin. Well, and he certainly 
is a holy man!” 

“ Akulinushka, my dear child, my beloved 
daughter,”—the fool kept reiterating the while, 
and suddenly fell to weeping. 

The woman who was kneeling before him 
looked up at him. . . . My God, where had I 
seen those eyes? 

The hostess approached her with the spoonful 
of oil. The woman finished her operation, and 
rising from the floor, asked whether there was 
not a clean garret and a little hay? .... “ Va- 
sily Nikititch likes to sleep on hay,’”—she added. 

“Why should n’t there be? pray come,” —re- 
plied the hostess:—‘“‘ Please, my dear man,” —she 
said, addressing the fool,—“ dry thyself; rest.” — 
The latter grunted, rose slowly from his bench— 
again his chains clanked—and, turning his face 
toward me, and seeking the holy pictures with his | 
eyes, he began to cross himself with a huge, 
sweeping cross. 

I immediately recognised him. He was that 
same petty burgher, Vasily, who had, once upon 
a time, called up my dead tutor! 

His features had changed very little; only, their 
expression had become more unusual, more ter- 
rible. . . . The lower part of his bloated face 
was overgrown with a dishevelled beard. Tat- 
tered, dirty, wild, he inspired me with even more 
loathing than terror. He ceased to cross himself, 
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but his senseless gaze continued to rove over the 
corners, over the floor, as though he were expect- 
ing something. .. . 

“Vasily Nuikititch, please,’—said the woman 
in the jerkin, with a reverence. He suddenly 
tossed his head, and wheeled round, but his legs 
got entangled, he tottered. . . . His companion 
immediately flew to him, and supported him un- 
der the armpit. Judging from her voice, from 
her figure, she seemed to be still a young woman; 
it was almost impossible to see her face. 

“ Akulinushka, friend!”—said the fool once 
more, in an agitated sort of voice, and opening 
his mouth wide, and smiting himself on the breast 
with his clenched fist, he groaned, with a dull 
moan which welled up from the bottom of his 
soul. The two followed the hostess out of the 
room. 

I Jay down on my hard couch, and meditated 
for a long time on what I had seen. My magnet- 
iser had become an idiot at last. This was where 
that power, which it was impossible not to recog- 
nise in him, had landed him! 


On the following morning, I prepared to con- 
tinue my journey. The rain was pouring down 
as on the preceding day, but I could tarry no 
longer. On the face of my servant, when he 
gave me my washing-materials, played a peculiar 
smile of suppressed derision. I understood that 


273 


A STRANGE STORY 


smile very well; it denoted that my servant had 
learned something unfavourable, or even dis- 
creditable about the gentry. He was, evidently, 
burning with impatience to communicate it to 
me. 

“ Well, what is it? ”’—I asked, at last. 

“Did you see the blessed fool last night?” — 
said my servant, immediately. 

“Yes; what next?” 

““ And did you see his companion, too, sir?” 

“Yes, I saw her also.” 

“ She ’s a young lady, sir, of noble birth.” 

“What?” 

“T ’m telling you the truth, sir. Some mer- 
chants from T. . . passed by to-day; they recog- 
nised her. ‘They even mentioned her name, only 
I ’ve forgotten it, sir.” 

I was illuminated as by a flash of ightning.— 
“Ts the fool still here, or has he already de- 
parted? ”—I inquired. 

“ T think he has n’t gone off yet. A while ago, 
he was sitting at the gate, and doing something 
so queer that I could n’t understand it. He ’s 
bursting with fat; for he finds that sort of thing 
profitable to himself.” 

My servant belonged to the same class of cul- 
tured house-servants as Ardalién. 

“ And is the young lady with him?” 

“She is, sir; she’s on duty also.” 
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I sTEPPED out on the porch, and beheld the fool. 
He was sitting on the bench by the gate, and 
propping himself on it with both palms, was 
swaying his drooping head to right and left,— 
precisely like a wild beast in a cage. Thick locks 
of curly hair covered his eyes, and swirled from 
side to side, as did also his pendent lips... . A 
strange, almost inhuman muttering burst from 
them. His companion had just finished washing 
herself from the jug suspended on a long pole, 
and without having, as yet, thrown her kerchief 
over her head, was making her way back to the 
gate along a narrow board, which was laid over 
the dark puddles of the manure-yard. I cast a 
glance at that head, now uncovered on all sides, 
and involuntarily clasped my hands: before me 
stood Sofya B.! 

She turned quickly round, and fixed on me her 
blue eyes, as immovable as ever. She had grown 
very thin, her skin had grown coarse, and had ac- 
quired the yellowish-red hue of sunburn, her nose 
had grown pointed, and her lips were more 
sharply outlined. She had not become homely; 
but to her former, pensively-surprised expression 
another—a resolute, almost audacious, concen- 
tratedly-ecstatic expression—had been added. 
Not a trace of childishness now remained in this 
face. 

I went up to her.—“ Sdéfya Vladimirovna! ” — 
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I exclaimed,—“ can it be possible that this is you? 
In this garb .. . in this company... .” 

She shuddered, gazed more intently than ever 
at me, as though desirous of finding out who was 
addressing her; and without answering me with a 
single word, she fairly flew to her companion. 

“ Akulinushka,”—he faltered, with a heavy 
sigh,—“ our sins, our... .” 

“Vasily Nikititch, let us go at once! Do you 
hear, at once, at once, ’—she said, pulling her ker- 
chief down on her brow with one hand, and with 
the other grasping the blessed fool under the el- 
bow,—“ come away, Vasily Nikititch. There is 
danger here.” 

“T ’m coming, dear little mother, I ’m coming,” 
—replied the fool, submissively; and bending his 
whole body forward, he rose from the bench.— 
“Here, only fasten the chain. .. .” 

Again I approached Séfya and mentioned my 
name, and began to implore her to listen to me, 
to say one word to me. I directed her attention 
to the rain, which poured down as from a bucket. 
I begged her to spare her own health, the health 
of her companion, I reminded her of her father. 
. . . » But some malevolent, pitiless ecstasy had 
taken possession of her. Without paying the 
smallest heed to me, setting her teeth, and breath- 
ing in gasps, she spurred on, in an undertone, 
with brief, imperious words, the bewildered fool, 
put on his girdle, bound on his chains, clapped 
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on his hair a child’s cloth cap with a broken visor, 
_ thrust his staff into his hand, flung over her own 
shoulders the beggar’s wallet, and emerged with 
him from the gate into the street. . . . I had no 
right whatever to detain her, and it would have 
served no purpose in any case; and at my final, 
despairing appeal, she did not even turn round. 
Supporting the “man of God” by the arm, she 
strode briskly onward through the black mud of 
the street, and a few moments later, athwart the 
dim mist of the cloudy morning, athwart the close 
network of falling rain, the two figures glim- 
mered before me for the last time—the figures of 
the fool and of Sdéfya. ... They turned the 
corner of a projecting cottage, and vanished 
forever. 


I RETURNED to my room. I was seized with 
doubt. I understood nothing. I did not under- 
stand how such a well-bred, young, wealthy girl 
could abandon everything and everybody, her fa- 
ther’s house, her family, her friends, resign all 
the habits and the comforts of life, and for what 
purpose? For the purpose of following a half- 
demented vagrant, in order to become his servant? 
Not for a single moment was it possible to enter- 
tain the thought that the motive for such a deci- 
sion was connected with the heart, nor even a per- 
verted affection, love or passion. . . . One needed 
but to cast a single glance at the repulsive figure 
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of the “ man of God,” in order instantly to ban- 
ish such an idea from his head! No, Sophie had 
remained pure; and, as she had once said to me, 
for her there was nothing impure. I did not un- 
derstand Sophie’s step; but I did not condemn 
her, just as, later on, I have not condemned other 
_ young girls who have, also, sacrificed everything 
to what they regarded as right, in which they dis- 
cerned their vocation. I could not help regret- 
ting that Sophie had chosen precisely that path; 
but neither was I able to refuse her admiration, 
even respect. Not without cause had she talked 
to me about self-sacrifice, about humiliation. . . . 
In her case, words were not divorced from deeds. 
She had sought a preceptor and a guide, and she 


had found him . . . . in whom, great heavens! 
Yes, she had made people tread on her, trample 
her under foot. . .. Recently rumours have 


reached me that the family, at last, succeeded in 
hunting up the wandering sheep and bringing 
her home. But she did not live long at home, 
and died as a “silent woman,” without having 
spoken to any one. 

Peace to thy heart, poor, enigmatic being! Va- 
sily Nikititch is, in all probability, pursuing his 
demented wanderings to this day; the iron health 
of such people is really astounding. Perhaps 
epilepsy has conquered him. 
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PIOTR PETROVITCH B’S STORY 


AM old and ailing now, and my most frequent 
thought is of death, which is drawing nearer 
with every passing day. I rarely think of the 
past, my spiritual gaze rarely is directed back- 
ward. Only at times, in winter, as I sit motion- 
less before the blazing fire; or in summer, as I 
pace with quiet tread a shady alley, do I recall 
by-gone years, events, persons; but it is not on 
the riper period of my life and not on my youth 
that my thoughts dwell then. They carry me 
back either to my early childhood or to the days 
of my early boyhood. So it is now. I behold 
myself in the country, at the house of my stern, 
irascible grandmother—I am only twelve years 
old—and two faces rise up in my imagination. ... 
But I will tell my story in due order and se- 
quence. 


I 
(1830) 


Tue old footman, Philippitch, entered, as usual, 
on tiptoe, with his neckcloth tied in the form of a 
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rosette, his lips tightly compressed, “in order 
that he might not infect the air with his breath,” 
and his grey hair in a crest on the very middle of 
his forehead; he entered, bowed, and handed to 
my grandmother on an iron salver a large letter 
with an armorial seal. My grandmother put on 
her spectacles, and read the letter... . 

“Is he there himself?” she inquired. 

“What were you pleased to ask?” timidly said 
Philippitch. 

“ Blockhead! Is the person who brought the 
letter—there? ” 

“Yesjtheds.... . He isusittingsm the vofficed 

My grandmother rattled her amber rosary... . 
“Order him to present himself. . . . And as for 
thee, sir,” she said, addressing me,—“ do thou sit 
quietly.” 

I did not stir in my corner on the tabouret as- 
signed to me. 

My grandmother kept a tight hand over me! 


F ivr minutes later there entered the room a man 
of five-and-thirty, black-haired, swarthy-skinned, 
with a high-cheek-boned, pock-marked face, a 
hooked nose and thick eyebrows, from beneath 
which small grey eyes peered forth calmly and 
sadly. The colour of those eyes, and their ex- 
pression, did not correspond with the Oriental 
cast of the rest of his visage. The entering man 
was clad in a sedate, long-tailed coat. He halted 
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close to the door and bowed—with his head 
only. 

“Thy family name is Babtrin?” inquired my 
grandmother, and immediately added to herself: 
“Ila lar dun Arménien.” 

“ Just so, ma’am,” replied the man, in a dull, 
even tone. At my grandmother’s first word, 
“thy,” his brow had quivered slightly. He surely 
could not have expected that she would address 
him as “ you.” 

“Thou art a Russian? An orthodox?” ? 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

Grandmamma,removed her spectacles and sur- 
veyed Baburin with a deliberate stare from 
head to foot. He did not lower his eyes, and 
merely clasped his hands behind his_ back. 
The thing which really interested me most was 
his beard; it was very smoothly shaved, but such 
blue cheeks and chin I had never seen in all my 
life! 

“Yakoff Petrévitch,” began grandmamma, 
“recommends thee highly in his letter as a sober 
and industrious man; but why hast thou left 
him?” 

“He requires another quality of person in his 
domestic management, madame.” 

“ Another . . . . quality? I don’t understand 
that.”—Again my grandmother rattled her ro- 


1 That is, a member of the Holy Catholic Church 
of the East.—TransLaTor. 
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sary.—‘‘ Yakoff Petrévitch writes me that thou 
hast two peculiarities. What are they?” 
Baburin shrugged his shoulders slightly. 
“ T do not know what he is pleased to call pecu- 


liarities. Unless it is that I . . . permit no cor- 
poreal punishment.” 
Grandmamma was astonished.—“ Is it possible 


that Yakoff Petrévitch wished to flog thee?” 

Babitrin’s face crimsoned to his very hair. 

“You have misunderstood me, madame. I 
make it a rule never to employ bodily chastise- 
ment .... on the peasants.” 

Grandmamma was more amazed than before, 
and even uplifted her hands. 

“Ah!” she articulated at last, and inclining her 
head a little on one side, she again surveyed Ba- 
burin intently.—“ That is thy rule? Well, that 
is a matter of entire indifference to me; I am not 
inviting thee to be my manager, but as a scribe 
in the office. What is thy handwriting like? ” 

“IT write well, ma’am, without orthographical 
errors.” 

“T care nothing about that. The chief thing 
for me is that it shall be distinct, and without 
those new capitals with tails, which I do not like. 
—And what is thy other peculiarity? ” 

Baburin fidgeted about, coughed. . . . 

“ Perhaps . . . the noble landed proprietor 
was pleased to intimate that I am not alone.” 

“ Art thou married?” 
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“No, not at all, ma’am .... but... .” 

Grandmamma frowned. 

“There lives with me a person... . of the 
masculine sex . . . a comrade, a poor man, from 
whom I have not been parted . . . going on ten 
years now.” 


“Ts he a relative of thine?” 

“No, ma’am, not a relative, a comrade. No in- 
convenience to the establishment can arise from 
him,” Babdurin hastened to add, as though fore- 
stalling an objection.—“ He lives on my victuals, 
he is lodged in the same room with me; he is bound 
rather to prove of advantage, since he is perfect 
in reading and writing I may say without flat- 
tery, and is of exemplary morality.” 

Grandmamma heard Baburin out, mowing 
with her lips, and screwing up her eyes the while. 

“ He lives at thy expense?” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

“ Thou supportest him out of kindness? ” 

“ Out of justice . . . since it is the duty of one 
poor man to aid another poor man.” 

“ Really! That ’s the first I have heard of it! 
Up to this time I have always supposed that that 
was, rather, the duty of the wealthy.” 

“That is an occupation for the wealthy, if I 
may make bold to say so... but for fellows 
like me . %u 

“ Well, enough, enough, enough, very good,” 
interrupted grandmamma, and after reflecting 
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a while she said through her nose—which was al- 
ways a bad sign:—“‘ And how old is thy pen- 
sioner?” 

“The same age as myself, ma’am.” 

“Thy age?—TI supposed that he was thy pupil.” 

“Not at all, ma’am; he is my comrade—and, 
MOLeOver ia... 

“ Enough,” interrupted my grandmother for 
the second time. “ Evidently, thou art a philan- 
thropist. Ydakoff Petrovitch is right; in thy vo- 
cation that is a great peculiarity. But now let 
us discuss business. I will explain to thee what 
thy duties will be. And as for the wages... 
Que faites vous ici?” suddenly added grand- 
mamma, turning toward me her yellow, wizened 
face.—“ Allez étudier votre devoir de mytholo- 
gie.” 

I sprang up, approached and kissed my grand- 
mother’s hand and went off,—not to study my- 
thology, but simply into the park. 


THE park on grandmamma’s estate was very an- 
cient and very large, and ended on one side in a 
pond with a river flowing through it, in which 
not only carp and gudgeons but even barbels were 
to be found, the famous barbels which have now 
disappeared almost everywhere. At the head of 
this pond was a dense growth of vines; higher up, 
on both sides of the declivity, ran close-set bushes 
of hazel, elder, honeysuckle, and black-thorn, 
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overgrown below with juniper and lovage. Only 
_ here and there among the bushes stood out tiny 
glades with emerald-green, silky, delicate grass, 
amid which, amusingly diversifying it with their 
pink, lilac and straw-coloured caps, peeped out 
extremely squat mushrooms, while the golden 
spheres of the buttercups’ blazed in brilliant 
spots. There, in spring, nightingales sang, 
thrushes whistled, cuckoos called; there, even in 
the sultry heats of summer, it was cool, and I was 
fond of slinking off to this thicket and the cop- 
pice, where I had my favourite, hidden little 
nooks, known—at least so I imagined—to my- 
self alone. 

On emerging from my grandmother’s boudoir 
I betook myself straight to one of those nocks 
which I had named “ Switzerland.” But what 
was my amazement when, before reaching “ Swit- 
zerland,”’ I saw athwart the close network of half- 
withered twigs and green branches that some one 
besides myself had discovered it. Some long, 
very long figure in a yellow frieze peasant coat 
and a tall cap of the merchant pattern, was stand- 
ing on my most beloved spot! I crept up nearer 
and scrutinised the face, which was entirely un- 
known to me, and also very long, soft, with small, 
reddish eyes, and an extremely ridiculous nose; 
elongated like a vegetable pod, it depended over 

1 Unpoetically called “ chicken-blindness” in Russian. They are 
double, and as large and fragrant as yellow roses.—'TRANSLATOR. 
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the plump lips; and those lips, now and then 
quivering and pursing themselves up, were emit- 
ting a shrill whistle, while the long fingers of the 
bony hands, placed close together on a level with 
its breast, were briskly revolving in a circle. 
From time to time the movement of the hands 
relaxed, the lips ceased to whistle and quiver, the 
head was bowed forward as though listening. I 
moved up still nearer, and stared still more at- 
tentively. . . . The stranger was holding in each 
hand a small, flat disc, resembling those with 
which canary-birds are teased and made to sing. 
A twig crackled under my foot; the stranger 
started, fixed his purblind little eyes on the 
grove, and was on the point of darting away .. . 
but stumbled over a tree, uttered a groan, and 
came to a halt. 

I emerged upon the glade. The stranger 
smiled. 

“Good morning,” I said. 

“ Good morning, little master! ” 

It displeased me that he should call me “ little 
master.” What familiarity! “ What are you 
doing here?” I asked him sternly. 

“Why, as you see,” he replied, without ceas- 
ing to smile,—“‘I am challenging the little birds 
to sing.” —He pointed to his little dises.—‘‘ The 
chaffinches are answering capitally! The warb- 
ling of the feathered fowl must delight you with- 
out fail, owing to the youthfulness of your years! 
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Be so good as to listen; I will begin to twitter, 
and they will immediately follow me—how agree- 
able!” 

He began to rub his discs together. In fact, 
a chaffinch did respond from a neighbouring 
mountain ash. The stranger burst into a noiseless 
laugh and winked at me. 

That laugh and that wink,—every one of the 
stranger’s movements,—his weak, lisping voice, 
his bow legs, his gaunt hands, his very cap, 
his long peasant-coat—everything about him 
breathed forth good-nature, and something inno- 
cent and diverting. 

“ Have you been here long? ” I asked. 

“TI came to-day.” 

“But you are not the person of whom... . 

“Mr. Baburin was speaking to your grand- 
mamma? The very man, the very man.” 

‘Your comrade’s name is Babutrin, but what 
is yours? ” 

“ Mine is Punin. Putnin is my surname; Pi- 
nin. He is Babtrin, I am Punin.”— Again he 
made his dises buzz.—“‘ Listen, listen to the chaf- 
finch. . . . How he is warbling! ” 

T suddenly took a “ frightful” liking for this 
queer fellow. Like almost all small boys I was 
either timid or pompous with strangers, but I 
felt as though I had always been acquainted with 
this man. 

“ Please to come with me,” I said to him. “I 
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know a still better place than this; there is a bench 
there; we can sit down and the dam is visible 
thence.” 

“ Certainly, let us go,” replied my new friend 
in a singsong voice. I let him go in front. He 
waddled as he walked, shuffling his feet, and 
throwing his head back. I noticed that a small 
tassel was dangling at the back of his coat, near 
the collar.—‘‘ What ’s that hanging to you?” I 
asked. 

“Where?” he retorted with a question, and 
felt of his collar with his hand.—“ Ah! That 
little tassel? Let it alone! It was sewn on for 
ornament, you know. Don’t meddle with it.” 

I led him to the bench and sat down; he placed 
himself beside me.—“ It is fine here!” he said, 
and heaved a deep, deep sigh.—“ Okh, very fine 
indeed! You have a most excellent park! Okh, 
okh-ho! ” 

I darted a sidelong glance at him.—‘‘ What a 
queer cap you have,” I involuntarily exclaimed. 
—“ Come, let me see it!” 

“ Certainly, little master, certainly.” — He took 
off his cap. I was on the point of putting out 
my hand to take it, when I raised my eyes—and 
fairly burst out laughing in his face. Ptinin was 
completely bald; not a single hair was to be seen 
on his conical skull, which was covered with soft, 
white skin. 

He passed his hand over it and began to laugh 


290 


PUNIN AND BABURIN 


also. When he laughed he caught his breath as 
_ though he were sobbing, opened his mouth wide 
and shut his eyes, and over his forehead, from 
above downward, ran wrinkles in three rows, like 
waves.—“ Well?”—he said at last.—“It ’s a 
regular egg, is n’t it?” 

“A regular, regular egg!” I chimed in, 
rapturously.—“ And have you been like that 
long?” 

“Yes; but what hair I had!—A golden fleece, 
like that for which the Argonauts traversed the 
abysses of the sea.” 

Although I was only twelve years old, yet, 
thanks to my mythological studies I knew who 
the Argonauts were; I was all the more surprised 
to hear that word on the lips of a man who was 
clothed almost in rags. 

“You have studied mythology, I suppose?” 
I inquired, turning about in my hands the cap 
which proved to be wadded, with a peeled fur 
rim and a pasteboard visor. 

““ T have studied that branch, dear little master, 
my dear one; there has been sufficient of every- 
thing in my life! But now restore to me my 
cover that I may defend my nakedness there- 
with.” 

He pulled his cap down over his eyes, and 
twisting his whitish brows awry he asked me who 
I was, and who my parents were. 

“T am the grandson of the landed proprietress 
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here,” I replied. “I am the only one she has. 
Papa and mamma are dead.” 

Punin crossed himself.—“ May the kingdom 
of heaven be theirs! That means that you are 
an orphan; well, and the heir also. The noble 
blood is immediately perceptible; it fairly dances 
in your little eyes, and sparkles....sh....sh 

SH. el Plt, ae represented it his 
Anges ee the blood sparkles.—“ Well, and do 
you know, Your Well-Born, whether my com- 
rade came to terms with your good grandmamma, 
—whether he has received the place which was 
promised to him?” 

“That I do not know.” 

Punin grunted.—“ Ekh! If we could only es- 
tablish ourselves here! if only for the time being! 
Otherwise one roams and roams, no asylum. is to 
be found, the anxieties of life are unceasing, the 
soul gets thoroughly tortured . <i 

“ Say,” —I interrupted him:—“ do you belong 
to the ecclesiastical profession? ” 

Punin turned toward me and screwed up his 
eyes.—“‘ And what may be the cause of that 
question, my amiable child?” 

“Why, you talk as—as they read in church.” 

“That is, I use Slavonic expressions?! But 
that should not surprise you. Supposing such 


‘The services of the Church are always in the Old Church Sla- 
vonic, and an ecclesiastical turn of phrase is as easily detected 
as liturgical language would be in English.—Transiaror. 
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expressions are not always suitable in ordi- 
nary conversation, yet as soon as your soul be- 
gins to soar, then the lofty style immediately 
makes its appearance. Surely, your teacher 
—your instructor in Russian literature—teaches 
you that? Does not he explain that to 
you?” 

“No; he does n’t explain,” I replied. “ When 
we live in the country I have no teacher. In Mos- 
cow I have a great many teachers. 

“And do you deign to live long in the coun- 
try?” 

“A couple of months; grandmamma says that 
I get spoiled in the country. I have a governess 
with me here.” 

“A French woman?” 

ee Ri 

Punin scratched behind his ear.—“‘ That is to 
say, a mamzell?” 

“Yes; she is called Mlle. Friquet.”—It sud- 
denly seemed to me disgraceful that I, a lad of 
twelve, should have not a governor but a govern- 
ess, exactly like small girls!—“ But I don’t obey 
her,” I added scornfully.—‘“ What do I care for 
her!” 

Piunin shook his head.—“ Okh, these little no- 
bles! What a fancy you have taken to foreign 
women! You have declined what is Russian and 
inclined to what is foreign, have turned to the 
dwellers in other lands. . . .” 
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“What ’s that? Are you talking poetry?” I 
inquired.* 

“What do you think of it? I can always get 
off as much of that sort of thing as I like; for 
it comes natural to me. .. .” 

But at that moment a strong, sharp whistle 
rang out in the park behind us. My interlocutor 
rose briskly from the bench.—‘“ Good-bye, little 
master, that ’s my comrade calling me, seeking 
me. . . . What will he say to me? Good-bye, be 
Hovawroth,) js." 

He dived into the bushes and disappeared, 
while I remained sitting on the bench. I felt per- 
plexity and some other decidedly agreeable sensa- 
tion. . . Never before had I met and talked with 
such a man. Gradually I became engrossed in 
meditation, but remembered my mythology and 
trudged homeward. 


At home I learned that my grandmother had 
come to terms with Baburin. He had been as- 
signed to a small room in the servants’ cottage, 
at the end of the courtyard. He immediately 
settled down in it with his comrade. 

On the. following morning, after I had drunk 
tea, and without asking permission of Mlle. Fri- 
quet, I betook myself to the servants’ cottage. 


*Punin here indulges in a sort of singsong rhyme which is in 
high favour with old nurses and people of that class. “ Ot rossfis- 
kavo vui otklonilisya, na tchuzhdée preklonilisya, k inozémtzam obra- 
tilisya.— TransLaTor. 
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I wanted to have another chat with my eccentric 
fellow of the day before. Without knocking at 
the door—that custom was not in use with us— 
I walked straight into the room. I found in it 
not the man of whom I was in search, not Punin, 
but his protector, Baburin the philanthropist. 
He was standing in front of the window, without 
his outer garment, with his legs straddled far 
apart, and was carefully wiping his head and neck 
with a long towel. 

“What do you want?” he said, without lower- 
‘ing his hands, but contracting his brows. 

“Is n’t Punin at home?” I asked, in the easiest 
sort of way, and without removing my cap. 

“Mr. Punin, Nikandr Vavilitch, really is not 
at home at the present moment,” replied Babt- 
rin, without haste. “ But permit me to remark, 
young man—is it polite to enter another person’s 
chamber thus, without asking leave?” 

Tiles ¥ oungzman!”,... How: dared he?! 
... I flared up with wrath. 

“It must be that you do not know me,” I ar- 
ticulated, no longer in a free and easy manner, 
but haughtily ;—“‘ I am the grandson of the gen- 
tlewoman who owns this estate.” 

“That ’s all one to me,” retorted Baburin, 
again setting to work with his towel. “ Even 
if you are the proprietress’s grandson, you have 
no right to enter another person’s room.” 

“What do you mean by another person’s 
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room? What are you talking about? I am at 
home—every where—here.” 

“No, pardon me, it is 1 who am at home here; 
because this room has been assigned to me, ac- 
cording to agreement,—for my labours.” 

“Don’t try to teach me, if you please,” I in- 
terrupted him. “I know better than you do 
tatirncces 

“You need teaching,” he interrupted me in his 
turn, “for you are now at an age when... . 
I know my duties, but I also know my rights very 
well, and if you continue to talk to me in that 
manner I shall be obliged to request you to leave 
the ‘toom.” ".7 

It is impossible to say how our wrangle would 
have ended had not Punin entered the room at 
that moment, scuffling his feet and swaying to 
and fro. He probably guessed from the expres- 
sion of our faces that something unpleasant had 
occurred between us, and immediately turned to 
me with the most amiable evidences of delight. 

“Ah, little master! Little master!” he ex- 
claimed, flourishing his hands loosely, and break- 
ing out into his noiseless laugh. “ My dear! He 
has come to visit me! he has come, the dear fel- 
low!” (“ What’s this?” I thought; “is it possible 
that he is addressing me as ‘thou’?”) “ Well, 
come, come along with me into the park. I have 
found something there. . . . What ’s the use of 
sitting in a stuffy room? Come on!” 
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I followed Pinin, but considered it necessary 
to turn round on the threshold and hurl a chal- 
lenging glance at Babtrin, as much as to say: 
“I’m not afraid of thee!” 

He answered me in kind, and even snorted into 
his towel— probably for the purpose of giving me 
thoroughly to understand to what a degree he 
despised me! 

“ How insolent your friend is!” I said to Pu- 
nin, as soon as the door closed behind me. 

Punin instantly turned his bloated face toward 
me in alarm. 

“ About whom are you expressing yourself in 
that manner?” he inquired, with eyes starting 
from his head. 

“Why, about him, of course. . . about— 


what ’s his name? . . . about that. . . . Babu- 
rin.” 

“ About Paramoén Semyéonitch?” 

“Well, yes; about that . . . . blackamoor.” 

‘tene. eehia... €h...22s- 1" said 2enin, with 
caressing reproach.—‘‘ How can you talk like 


that, little master, little master!—Paramén Se- 
myOonitch is a most worthy man, of the strictest 
principles, quite exceptionally so!—Well, of 
course, he will not allow any one to insult him, 
because he knows his worth. The man is pos- 
sessed of great stores of information, and this 
is not the sort of place he ought to occupy! One 
must treat him politely, my dear young friend, 
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for he .. . .” here Punin bent down to my very 
ear—“ is a republican!” 

I stared at Pinin with widely opened eyes. I 
had not in the least expected this. From Kaida- 
_ noff’s text-book, and from other historical works, 
I had gathered that there had existed, once upon 
a time, in antiquity, republicans, both Greeks and 
Romans, and, for some reason or other, I had 
even imagined to myself that they all wore hel- 
mets, carried circular shields in their hands, and 
had big, bare legs; but that republicans were ac- 
tually to be found at the present time, in the 
Government of ***—this upset all my concep- 
tions, mixed them up utterly! 

“Yes, my dear, yes! Paramén Semyédnitch is 
a republican,” repeated Punin. “So now you 
know beforehand how you must express your- 
self concerning such a man!— But now let us go 
to the garden. Just imagine what I have found 
there! A cuckoo’s egg in the nest of a redstart! 
Marvellous!” 

I went off into the garden with Punin; but 
I kept mentally reiterating: “A republican! a 
re-pub-li-can! ” 

“That ’s exactly the reason,” I decided at last, 
“why he has such a blue beard! ” 


My relations to these two individuals, Punin and 
Baburin, were definitively settled from that day 
forth. Baburin evoked in me a feeling of hos- 
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tility, with which, however, there speedily came 
to be mingled something akin to respect. And 
how afraid of him I was! I never ceased to fear 
him, even when the original sharp severity in his 
treatment of me vanished. It is unnecessary to 
state that I was not afraid of Ptinin; I did not 
even respect him; I regarded him—to speak with- 
out circumlocution—in the light of a jester; but 
I loved him with all my soul! To spend whole 
hours in his society, to be alone with him, to listen 
to his stories became for me a genuine delight. 
Grandmamma was very much displeased at this 
“intimité” with a “ common” man—a man “ du 
commun”; but as soon as I succeeded in tearing 
myself free, I immediately ran off to my dear, 
diverting, strange friend. Our meetings became 
particularly frequent after the retirement of 
Mille. Friquet, whom my grandmother sent back 
to Moscow, to punish her for having taken it 
into her head to complain to a passing staff-cap- 
tain in the army of the boredom which reigned 
in our house. And Punin, on his side, was not 
annoyed by prolonged conversations with a 
twelve-year-old boy; he seemed himself to seek 
them. How many of his stories did [ listen to, 
as I sat in the perfumed shade with him, on the 
dry, smooth grass, under a canopy of silvery 
poplars, or in the reeds by the pond, on the coarse, 
damp sand of the shelving shore, out of which 
protruded gnarled roots, strangely interlaced, 
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like huge black veins, like snakes, like emi- 
grants from a subterranean realm! Punin nar- 
rated to me, in detail, the story of his life, all 
his lucky and unlucky adventures, with which I 
always heartily sympathised. His father had 
been a deacon;—“‘he was a splendid man—but, 
when intoxicated, stern to the point of insen- 
sibility.” 

Punin himself had studied ina seminary. But 
being unable to endure the “ floggings,” and feel- 
ing within him no inclination for the ecclesiastical 
calling, he had become a layman, in consequence 
whereof he had passed through all sorts of trials, 
and had finally become a vagabond.—“ And had 
I not fallen in with my benefactor, Paramon Se- 
myonitch,” Punin generally added (he never al- 
luded to Baburin in any other way), “ I should 
have been bemired in the whirlpool of poverty, 
indecency, and vice!” Punin was fond of mag- 
niloquent expressions—and if not addicted to 
lying, he certainly was strongly addicted to in- 
venting yarns, and to exaggeration. He was 
amazed at everything, and went into raptures 
over everything. . . And I, in imitation of him, 
also took to exaggerating and going into rap- 
tures. 

“Why, what a demon thou hast become—cross 


1 An ecclesiastical school. The students are not bound to enter 
the priesthood, as the education provided fits boys for ordinary life 
also.— TRANSLATOR, 
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thyself—what ails thee?” my old nurse used to 
say to me. 

Punin’s stories interested me extremely; but 
even more than his stories did I love the readings 
which he conducted in my company. It is impos- 
sible for me to convey an idea of the feeling which 
I experienced when, seizing a convenient mo- 
ment, he would suddenly make his appearance be- 
fore me like a fabulous hermit, or a good sprite, 
with a heavy book under his arm, and stealthily 
beckoning with his long crooked finger, and wink- 
ing mysteriously, he would point with his hand, 
his eyebrows, his shoulders, his whole body, to the 
depths and recesses of the park, whither no one 
could force his way in search of us, and where it 
was impossible to find us! And now we have con- 
trived to escape unobserved; now we have safely 
attained one of our secret nooks; now we are sit- 
ting side by side, and the book is being slowly 
opened, emitting in the process a piercing odour 
of mustiness and age which was then indescriba- 
bly agreeable to me! With what trepidation, 
with what agitation of dumb anticipation did I 
gaze at Punin’s face, at his lips—at those lips 
from which presently would pour forth sweet 
speech! At last the first sounds of the reading 
ring out! Everything round about vanishes . . . 
no, it does not vanish, but becomes distant, is en- 
veloped in a haze, leaving behind it only the im- 
pression of something friendly and protecting! 
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— Those trees, those green leaves, those tall blades 
of grass shield, conceal us from all the rest of the 
world; no one knows where we are, what we are 
doing ;—but with us is poesy; we permeate our- 
selves with it, we satiate ourselves with it; a great, 
a weighty, a mysterious matter is in progress with 
WSs. 2s 

Pinin stuck chiefly to verses; he was ready to 
lay down his life for them! He did not read, he 
shouted them out solemnly, in a flood, smoothly, 
through his nose, like a man intoxicated, like a 
madman, like a pythoness. And here is another 
trick of his; at first he would hum a verse over 
softly, in an undertone, as though muttering; 
then he would thunder out the same verse, in a 
fair version, and suddenly springing to his feet, 
he would uplift his hands in a half-prayerful, 
half-imperious way. . . In this manner did he 
and I go through not only Lomonosoff, Suma- 
rokoff, and Kantemir (the older the verses were, 
the more to Piinin’s taste were they) —but even 
“The Rossiad ” of Kheraskéff!! And, truth to 
tell, that same “ Rossiad” particularly enrap- 
tured me. There, among other things, there 
comes into play a certain masculine Tatar wo- 
man, a giantess-heroine; I have forgotten her 
very name now; but at that time my hands and 
feet used to turn cold at the mere mention of it! 
—“ Yes,”—Punin was wont to say, nodding his 
head significantly, “ Kheraskéff will give no 

* Michail Matvyéevitch Kherask6éff, 1733-1801.—TransLaror. 
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quarter. Some times he will set forth a wretched 
little verse—will simply forget himself... . 
But just hold on! ... Thou art desirous of 
catching him, but just see where he has got to 
already! and he trumpets, trumpets like big eym- 
bals! That was the reason his name was given 
to him! in a word: Kherrraskéff!!” Punin 
found fault with Lomonosoff for having too sim- 
ple and free a style, and toward Derzhavin he 
bore himself in almost hostile wise, saying that he 
was more of a loyal courtier than a poet. 

In our house not only did no one pay any at- 
tention to literature, to poetry, but verses, espe- 
cially Russian verses, were regarded as something 
entirely indecorous and insipid; my grandmother 
did not even call them verses, but “ kantas’’;? 
every composer of kantas was, in her opinion, 
either a bitter drunkard or an utter fool. Reared 
in such notions I was infallibly bound, either 
to turn away from Punin with disgust—he was, 
moreover, so dirty and slovenly that he offended 
my well-bred instincts—or, carried away and 
conquered by him, to follow his example, to be- 
come infected with his rage for poetry. . . . And 
this last is precisely what happened. I also began 
to read verses or, as grandmamma expressed it, 
to chant kantas. ... I even tried to compose 
something myself, namely, the description of a 


1A kanta is a laudatory poem of the made-to-order sort 
indulged in by Court poets—like some of Derzhavin’s efforts, for 
exeanple.— TRANSLATOR. 
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hand-organ, in which the two following lines oc- 


curred: 
Now the thick crank revolves 


And begins to clatter its teeth. . . . 


Punin approved, in this description, a certain 
imitation of sounds, but condemned the subject 
as low, and unworthy of lyrical jingle. 

Alas! all these efforts and emotions and rap- 
tures, our isolated readings, our life together, our 
poetry—all came to an end at one blow. Like a 
clap of thunder a catastrophe suddenly crashed 
down upon our heads. 


My grandmother was fond of cleanliness and or- 
der in everything, precisely lke the executive 
generals of the present day, and our garden had 
to be kept in cleanliness and order also. Conse- 
quently, from time to time the landless, untax- 
able peasants, and supernumerary or disgraced 
house-servants were “rounded up ” and made to 
clean the paths, to rake the vegetable-beds, and 
to sift and loosen up the earth of the flower-plots. 
So one day, at the very height of just this sort 
of rounding-up, grandmamma wended her way 
to the garden and took me with her. Every- 
where—among the trees, over the glades—white, 
red, or blue shirts were flitting; everywhere there 
was audible the grinding and whining of scrap- 


*In the Russian it reads: Vot vertitsya télsty val—I zubtz4mi 
zashtchelkal.—TransLaTor. 
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ing shovels, the dull thud of clods of earth against 
the slanting sieves. As she passed the labourers, 
“my grandmother, with her eagle eye, immediately 
noticed that one of them was less diligent than the 
rest, and appeared to doff his cap reluctantly. 
He was a fellow still very young, with sodden vis- 
age and dull, sunken eyes. His nankeen kaftan, 
all tattered and patched, hardly held together on 
his narrow shoulders. 

“Who is that?” inquired my grandmother of 
Philippitch, who was tiptoeing after her. 

“You: >of whom... do you deien’ 
Philippitch began to stammer. 

“Oh, fool! I’m talking about that fellow who 
glared at me like a wolf. Yonder he stands—he 
is not working.” 

“That man, ma’am! Yes, ma’am...tha... 
tha... tha... at is Ermil, son of the late Pavel 
Afanasieff.” 

This Pavel Afandasieff had been, ten years 
previous to this time, majordomo in my grand- 
mother’s house and had enjoyed her especial fa- 
vour; but, having suddenly fallen into disfavour, 
he as suddenly had been converted into a herds- 
man, and not stopping at herdsman he had de- 
scended still further, headlong, had found him- 
self at last in the fowl-hut of a distant village, 
on an allowance of thirty-six pounds of flour a 
month, and had died of paralysis, leaving behind 
him a son in abject poverty. 
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“‘ Aha!” ejaculated grandmamma; “ the apple 
has not fallen far from the tree,’ apparently. 
Well, we shall have to take measures about that 
fellow. I don’t want any people around who 
gaze askance at me.” 

Grandmamma returned home—and took mea- 
sures. Three hours later EKrmil, all “ equipped,” 
was led under the window of her boudoir. The 
unhappy lad was being sent away to Siberia for 
colonisation. Beyond the fence, a few paces dis- 
tant from him, a wretched little peasant-cart, 
laden with his poor effects, was visible. That was 
the way things went in those days!—Ermil stood 
capless, with drooping head, bare-footed, his 
boots bound with a rope slung behind his back; 
his face, turned toward the mistress’s manor- 
house, expressed neither despair nor grief, nor 
even surprise; a stupid grin had congealed on 
his colourless lips. His eyes, dry and contracted, 
stared intently at the ground. His presence was 
announced to my grandmother. She rose from 
the divan, walked to the window of her boudoir, 
faintly rustling her silken gown, and putting up 
to her eyes a double gold-mounted lorgnette, she 
stared at the new exile. There were four persons 
in the boudoir besides herself at the moment: the 
butler, Baburin, the page in waiting, and I. 

Grandmamma moved her head downward from 
Above. “are 

1 That is, he is a chip of the old block.—Taansiator, 
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“ Madame,” suddenly rang out a hoarse, almost 
choking voice. I glanced round. Babiurin’s face 
had flushed crimson ... . a black crimson; be- 
neath his frowning eyebrows small, bright, sharp 
points had made their appearance. . . . There 
was no doubt about it; it was he, that Babitrin, 
who had uttered the word “ madame!” 

Grandmamma also glanced round, and trans- 
ferred her lorgnette from Ermil] to Baburin. 

“Who was it... . speaking?” she articu- 
lated, slowly . . . . through her nose. Baburin 
stepped forward a little. 

“ Madame,” he began again, “it was I . . who 
made so bold.—I thought . . . . I venture to in- 
form you that you have no cause for acting as 
....as you have just been pleased to act.” 

“Meaning?” said my grandmother, in the 
same voice as before, and without removing her 
lorgnette. 

“T have the honour... .”’ went on Babirin, 
enunciating every word distinctly, although with 
evident eff ort,—“ I will explain to you about that 
lad who is being transported for colonisation .... 
without any fault on his part. Such measures, 
I venture to affirm, lead only to dissatisfaction 
«... and to other consequences—which, God 
forbid!—and are nothing else than excesses of 
the power conferred upon Messrs. the Landed 
Proprietors.” 

“Thou... . where hast thou studied?” in- 
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quired grandmamma, after a brief pause, and 
lowering her lorgnette. 

Babtrin was astonished.—“ What were you 
pleased to ask, ma’am?” he mumbled. 

‘““T ask thee where thou has studied?—'Thou 
makest use of such hard words.” 

“JT... . my education... .” Baburin was 
beginning. 

Grandmamma shrugged her shoulders disdain- 
fully.—“ So my arrangements do not please 
thee,” she interrupted. That is not of the slightest 
consequence to me; I can dispose of my sub- 
jects as I see fit, and I am not answerable to any 
one for them; only I am not accustomed to have 
people argue in my presence, and meddle with 
what does not concern them; I need no philan- 
thropic plebeians. I lived thus before I knew 
thee, and I shall continue thus to live after thy 
time also. I have no further use for thee: thou 
art discharged.— Nikolai Antonoff,” said my 
grandmother, addressing the butler,—“ pay this 
man his wages; let him be gone from here before 
dinner-time! Dost hear me? Don’t enrage me. 
And the other .... the fool-parasite is to be sent 
away with him.— What more is Ermilka waiting 
for?” she added, glancing out of the window 
again.—* I have looked him over. Well, what 
else remains?” 

Grandmamma waved her handkerchief in the 
direction of the window, as though chasing away 
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an importunate fly. Then she seated herself in 
an arm-chair and, turning toward us, she said 
grimly: “ Leave the room all you men! ” 

We all withdrew—all, with the exception of 
the page on duty, to whom my grandmother’s 
words did not apply, because he was not a 


“< 9? 


man. 


My grandmother’s order was punctually exe- 
cuted. Before dinner Babtrin and my friend 
Punin had left the place. I will not undertake 
to depict my woe, my sincere, downright childish 
despair. It was so violent that it even smothered 
that sentiment of awe-stricken amazement with 
which the bold sally of Baburin the republican 
had inspired me. After the conversation with 
my grandmother he had immediately betaken 
himself to his own room and begun to pack up. 
He did not vouchsafe me a word or a glance, al- 
though I hovered around him all the while, that is 
to say, in reality, around Punin. The latter lost 
his head completely, and he also said nothing; 
but, on the other hand, he kept casting incessant 
glances at me, and tears stood in his eyes . . . 
always the selfsame tears: they did not overflow, 
and they did not dry up. He did not dare to con- 
demn his “ benefactor ”:—Paramén Semydnitch 
could not err in anything,—but he was very lan- 
guid and sad. 

Punin and I tried to read, by way of farewell, 
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something from “The Rossiad.”. We even 
locked ourselves up in a lumber-room for that 
purpose—the garden was not to be thought of — 
but we both broke down over the very first line, 
and I began to bawl like a calf, in spite of my 
twelve years and my claims to be grown up. 
When Baburin had already taken his seat in the 
tarantads he turned to me, at last, and softening 
somewhat the habitual sternness of his visage, he 
said: “”T is a lesson to you, young sir; remember 
to-day’s doings, and when you grow up try to 
put an end to such injustice. You have a kind 
heart, your character is as yet unspoiled... . 
Look out, have a care; ’t is impossible to go on 
like this!” Through the tears which streamed in 
abundance down my nose, my lips, and my chin, 


I stammered that I would . . . . would remem- 
ber, that J! ‘promised 41, e-Dawould’ do =a 
without fail . . . . without fail... . 


But at this point, Punin, who had exchanged a 
dozen embraces with me already (my cheeks were 
burning from contact with his unshaven beard, 
and I was thoroughly permeated with his odour), 
—at this point, Pinin was seized with a sudden 
transport. He sprang up on the seat of the tar- 
antas, elevated his arms on high and began in a 
thunderous voice (where did he get it from? !) 
to declaim the paraphrase of a psalm of David by 
Derzhavin, who was a poet for this occasion, not 
a courtier! 
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* Almighty God hath risen and will judge 
God’s earthly in their throng! .. . 
How long, saith He, how long shall ye 
Be spared, ye evil and unjust? 

It is your duty to uphold the laws. . . .” 


“Sit down! ” said Babtrin to him. 
Punin sat down, but continued: 


“ Your duty to preserve the innocent from want, 
To furnish shelter to th’ unfortunate, 


And from the powerful to protect the weak. .. .” 


At the word “ powerful” Puinin pointed his 
finger at the manor-house, and then poked it into 
the back of the coachman on the box: 


** And from their shackles to release the poor! 
They do not heed! They see and do not know... ” 


Nikoléi Anténoff, who had run thither from 
the manor-house, began to shout to the driver at 
the top of his lungs: “Drive on, blockhead! 
Drive on; delay not!” and the tarantas rolled off. 
But from afar there still was audible: 


* Arise, O God, O upright God! ... 
Come, judge, chastise the wicked — 
And reign alone King on the earth!” 


“ What a clown!” remarked Nikolai Antonoff. 
“ He was n’t flogged enough in his youth,” de- 
sil 
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clared the deacon, making his appearance on the 
porch. He had come to inquire at what hour the 
lady wished to have the All-night Vigil cele- 
brated." 


LEARNING on that same day that Ermil was still 
in the village and would not be transported to the 
town until early on the following morning, for 
the fulfilment of the customary legal formalities, 
which, having as their object the repression of 
the landed proprietors’ arbitrariness, served 
merely as the source of extra revenues for the su- 
perior powers,—on that same day I sought him 
out, and in default of any money of my own, I 
handed him a parcel, in which I had tied up two 
pocket handkerchiefs, a pair of patched shoes, a 
comb, an old night-shirt, and a perfectly new silk 
cravat. Ermil, whom I had to awaken—he was 
lying in the back yard, beside the cart, on an arm- 
ful of straw—Ermil accepted my gift with con- 
siderable indifference, and even not without some 
hesitation, then immediately tucked his head into 
the straw and fell asleep again. I went away 
from him somewhat disenchanted. I had im- 
agined that he would be surprised and delighted 
at my visit, and would descry therein a pledge of 

*This service can be celebrated in an unconsecrated building, 
and the devout (or the indolent, as was probably the case here) 
often have it in their own houses. It generally consists of Ves- 


pers and Matins, or Vespers and Compline, and is obligatory (in 
church) before the morning Liturgy.—TransLaTor. 
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my future magnanimous intentions—and instead 
oPthapon 

“Those people—say what you will—are un- 
feeling,” I thought to myself, on my way back to 
the house. 

My grandmother, who, for some reason or 
other, had left me in peace throughout that whole 
day so memorable to me, surveyed me with sus- 
picion, when I began to bid her good night after 
supper. 

“Your eyes are red,” she remarked to me, in 
French,—“ and you smell like a peasant’s cot- 
tage. I shall not enter into an analysis of your 
feelings and your occupations—I should not like 
to be compelled to punish you—but I hope that 
you will discard all your follies and will again 
behave yourself as is befitting a well-born boy. 
However, we shall soon return to Moscow, and I 
will engage a governor for you, as I see that a 
man’s hand is required to keep you in order. You 
may go.” 

As a matter of fact, we did speedily return to 
Moscow. 


II 
(1837) 


SEVEN years passed. We were still living in 

Moscow, but I was already a student in the second 

course, and the authority of my grandmother, 
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who had perceptibly grown decrepit during the 
last few years, did not weigh heavily upon me. 
Among all my comrades I had struck up a pecu- 
liarly intimate friendship with a certain Tarkhoff, 
a jolly, good-natured young fellow. Our habits, 
our tastes coincided. 'Tarkhoff was a great lover 
of poetry, and wrote little verses himself; and the 
seeds sown in me by Punin had not gone to waste. 
As is proper between intimate young friends, we 
had no secrets from each other. But for several 
days past I had begun to notice a certain anima- 
tion and agitation in Tarkhoff. . . He took to 
disappearing for hours together—and I did not 
know where he had gone to, which never had been 
the case before. I was already preparing to de- 
mand a full confession from him, in the name of 
friendship. . . . He forestalled me. 

One day I was sitting in his room. . ..“ Pé- 
tya,” he suddenly began, flushing gaily and look- 
ing me straight in the face,—“ I must introduce 
thee to my Muse.” 

“To thy Muse! How strangely thou express- 
est thyself! Just like a classic!” (Romanticism 
was then at its height, in the year 1837.) “ Dost 
thou mean to say that I have not been acquainted 
with her—with thy Muse—this long time? Hast 
thou written a new poem?” 

“'Thou dost not understand me,” returned 
Tarkhoff, still continuing to smile and blush.— 
“TI will introduce thee to a living muse.” 
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“Ah! So that’s it! But why is she thine?” 
“Why, because .... Here, wait a bit, I 
‘think she is coming hither.” 

The light tap of brisk heels made itself heard— 
the door flew wide open—and on the threshold 
there appeared a young girl of eighteen, in a gay- 
coloured gown of cotton print, with a black cloth 
mantle on her shoulders, a black straw hat on her 
fair, somewhat ruffled hair. On catching sight 
of me she took fright and grew abashed, and re- 
coiled .... but Tarkhoff immediately sprang 
forward to meet her. 

“Please, please come in, Muza Pavlovna; this 
is my most intimate friend, a very fine man, 


and mild, very mild, indeed. . . There is no need 
for you to fear him. Pétya,” he said, addressing 
me,—‘“‘ I recommend to thee my Muse—Muza 


Pavlovna Vinogradoff, my very good acquain- 
tance.” 

I bowed. 

Waist thou say... . Muzat’ Tbegan. . .. 

Tarkhoff burst out laughing.—“ And art thou 
not aware that there exists such a name among 
the saints? Neither did I know it, my dear fel- 
low, until I met this nice young lady. Muza! 
what a charming name! And it suits her so 
well!” 

I made a second obeisance to my friend’s pretty 
acquaintance. She left the door, advanced a 
couple of paces. and stood still. She was ex- 
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tremely pretty, but I could not agree with Tark- 
hoff, and even said to myself: “ Well, she a Muse, 
forsooth! ” 


Tuer features of her round, rosy face were small 
and delicate; a breath of fresh, vivacious youth 
emanated from the whole of her graceful, minia- 
ture figure; but a Muse, the incarnation of a 
Muse, I at that time—and not I alone, but all of 
us young fellows—pictured to ourselves as some- 
thing entirely different! First of all, a Muse 
must, without fail, be black-haired and pale. A 
scornfully-haughty expression, a caustic smile, an 
inspired gaze—and that mysterious, demoniacal, 
fatal “something ”’—those were points without 
which we were unable to imagine a Muse, the 
Muse of Byron, who reigned supreme over men’s 
minds. Nothing of that sort was to be discerned 
in the face of the young girl who had entered. 
Had I been a little older at the time, and more 
experienced, I should, in all probability, have 
paid more attention to her eyes, which were small, 
deep-set, with slightly swollen lids, but black as 
agate, brilliant and vivacious,—which is rare with 
blondes. I should not have discovered poetical 
tendencies in their gaze, which was evasive, as it 
were, but signs of a passionate soul—passionate 
to the point of self-forgetfulness. . . . But I 
was very young then. 

I offered my hand to Muza Pavlovna,—she 
had not given me hers,—but she took no notice of 
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my movement. She seated herself on a chair 
which Tarkhoff moved forward, but did not re- 
‘move her hat and mantilla. 

She was, evidently, ill at ease; my presence em- 
barrassed her. She breathed unevenly and with 
long breaths, as though she were inflating her 
lungs. 

“T have run in to see you for just a minute, 
Vladimir Nikolditch,” she began. Her voice was 
very low and from the chest; in her scarlet, almost 
childish mouth it seemed rather strange,—‘“‘ but 
our madame positively refused to give me leave 
of absence for more than half an hour. You 
were not feeling well the day before yesterday 

seeusomthought .....)47 

She faltered, and bowed her head. Her dark 
eyes overshadowed by thick, low-hanging brows, 
darted hither and thither inexorably. Precisely 
such dark, brisk, and glittering beetles are to be 
found, in a hot summer, among the blades of 
withered grass. 

“ How sweet of you, Muza, Muzotchka!” ex- 
claimed Tarkoff. ‘ But sit a while, sit just a lit- 
tle while. . . . Here, now, we will prepare the 
samovar.” 

“ Akh, no, Vladimir Nikolaitch! How can you 
think of such a thing! I must go away this very 
second.” 

“Do rest, just a wee bit. You are all out of 
breath. . . You are tired.” 

“I am not tired. That is not the reason I 
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am... . Only, see here . . . give me another 
book; I have read this one through.”—She drew 
from her pocket a grey, battered little volume of 
a Moscow publication. 

“ Certainly, certainly. Well, and what about 
it? Did you like it,—‘ Roslavleff ’?” added Tark- 
hoff, turning to me. 

“Yes. Only “Yury Miloslavsky’ seems to me 
much better. Our madame is very strict on the 
score of books. She says they interfere with our 
work. So, according to her ideas . . .” 

“ But assuredly, “Yury Miloslavsky’ is not to 
be compared to Pushkin’s ‘ Gipsies’?”’ interposed 
Tarkhoff, with a smile. 

“T should think not! ‘The Gipsies’... .” 
she drawled, with pauses between her words. 
“Akh, yes, and here ’s another thing, Vladimir 
Nikolditch; don’t come to-morrow .... you 
know where... .” 

“Why not?” 

“You must n’t.” 

“ But why not?” 

The young girl shrugged her shoulders, and 
suddenly rose from her chair with an abrupt 
movement, exactly as though some one had given 
her a push. 

“Whither away, Miiza, Muzotchka,” cried 
Tarkhoff, plaintively. “ Sit a while longer! ” 

“No, no, I can’t.” —She stepped briskly to the 
door, and grasped the handle. . . . 
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“Well, you will take a book at least? ” 

“ Some other time.” — 

Tarkhoff made a rush for the girl, but the lat- 
ter instantly bounced out of the door. He came 
near banging his nose against the door.—“ What 
a girl! A regular lizard!” said he, not without 
vexation, and then fell into thought. 

I remained with Tarkhoff. I must find out the 
meaning of this. 'Tarkhoff made no mystery of it. 
He told me that that young girl was of the petty 
burgher class, a seamstress; that he had seen her 
for the first time three weeks previously, in a man- 
tua-maker’s shop whither he had gone to order a 
hat, at the request of his sister, who lived in the 
provinces; that he had fallen in love with her at 
first sight, and had succeeded in entering into con- 
versation with her on the following day, on the 
street; that she appeared to be not indifferent to 
him. 

‘Only thou art not to think, please,” he added, 
with fervour,—‘“ thou art not to imagine any- 
thing evil about her. Up to the present time, at 
least, nothing has taken place between us of that 
Sorbiscisie” 

“Nothing bad,’ I interposed. “I do not 
doubt it; neither have I any doubt that thou sin- 
cerely regrettest it, my dear friend! Have pa- 
tience—all will turn out well.” 

“T hope so! ”—said Tarkhoff, with a laugh, al- 
though through his teeth... . “Ill tell thee 
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that type is one of the new ones, thou knowest. 
Thou hast not had a chance to get a good look at 
her. She ’s shy; phew, how shy she is! and with a 
stubborn temper! And such a temper! However, 
just that shyness is what pleases me in her. ’T is 
a sign of independence. I ’m simply over head 
and ears in love with her, my dear fellow!” 

Tarkhoff launched into a discussion of his “ ob- 
ject,” and even read me the beginning of a poem 
entitled “ My Muse.” His affectionate outpour- 
ings were not to my taste. I secretly envied him. 
I speedily went away from him. 


A ¥Ew days later I chanced to pass through one 
of the rows in the Gostiny Dvor.’ It was Satur- 
day; a vast throng of purchasers was assembled; 
from every quarter, amid the jostling and the 
crush, the shopkeepers’ cries of invitation rang 
out. After having bought what I required, I 
was thinking only of how I might most speedily 
rid myself of their importunate pursuit— when 
suddenly I came to a halt . . . involuntarily; in 
a fruit shop I had caught sight of my friend’s 
acquaintance. Muza, Muza Pavlovna! She was 
standing with her side toward me and, appar- 
ently, was waiting for something. After some 

1A great aggregation of shops, dealing in all sorts of wares, 
congregated under one roof, like an Oriental bazaar. The passages 
on which the shops abut are called “rows.” The literal translation 


is the “The Guests’ Court,” guest being the ancient term for a 
high-class merchant, especially from foreign parts.—TRaNsLATor. 
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hesitation I made up my mind to approach and 
enter into conversation with her. But no sooner 
had I crossed the threshold of the shop and taken 
off my cap, than she staggered backward in af- 
fright, and turning swiftly to an old man in a 
frieze cloak, for whom the shopman was weigh- 
ing out a pound of raisins, she seized him by the 
arm, as though placing herself under his pro- 
tection. The latter, in his turn, wheeled round 
and faced me—and picture to yourself my amaze- 
ment! Whom did I recognise in him? Punin! 

Yes, it was he; those were his little, swollen 
eyes, his plump lips, his soft, pendent nose. He 
had even changed very little during the last seven 
years; save that he had shrivelled a little. 

“ Nikandr Vavilitch!” I exclaimed. “ Don’t 
you know me?”—Punin gave a start, opened 
his mouth, and riveted his eyes on me. . 

“ T have not that honour,” he began—and sud- 
denly squeaked out: “ The little master from 'Tr6- 
itzkoe!” My grandmother’s estate bore the name 
of Tréitzkoe.1 “Can it be the Trditzky little 
master?” —The pound of raisins fell from his 
hand. 

“ Exactly so,” I replied; and picking Piinin’s 
purchase from the floor, I exchanged kisses with 
him. 

He panted with delight and emotion; he al- 


1Trinity village. Religious appellations for towns, villages, 
and streets are very popular in Russia.—TRaNsLaTor. 
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most burst into tears, he took off his cap,—which 
allowed me to convince myself that the last traces 
of hair had disappeared from his “ egg,” — pulled 
a handkerchief from the bottom of it, blew his 
nose, thrust the cap into his bosom in company 
with the raisins, put it on again, again dropped 
the raisins. . . . I know not how Muza behaved 
during all this time; I tried not to look at her. I 
do not suppose that Punin’s agitation arose from 
profuse attachment to my person; it was simply 
that his nature could not tolerate any unexpected 
shock.— The nervousness of poor folk! 

“Come along to our house, to our house, my 
dear little dove,” he stammered at last; “ surely 
you will not disdain to visit our modest little nest? 
You are a student, I see. . . .” 

“Certainly not. On the contrary, I shall be 
very glad.” 

“ Are you disengaged at present?” 

“ Entirely so.” 

“That ’s fine! How pleased Paramén Se- 
myonitch will be! He returns home earlier than 
usual to-day, and the madame lets her off on Sat- 
urdays. But stay, pardon me, I am quite daft. 
Of course, you are not acquainted with our 
niece? ” 

I hastened to interject the remark that I had 
not, as yet, the pleasure . ; 

“That is a self-understood thing! Where 
could you have met her? Muzotchka. . . . Ob- 
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serve, my dear sir; this young girl’s name is Muza 
—and it is not a nickname, but her real name. 
. ... By what fatality! Muzotchka, I present 
shee bose Mrs; 6 Salty faites? e 

—B***,” I prompted: him. 

“To Mr. B***,” he repeated. “ Muzotchka! 
Give heed! Thou seest before thee the very most 
excellent, the very most amiable of youths. Fate 
brought me in contact with him when he was still 
of a very tender age! I beg that thou wilt love 
and favour him!” 

I made a low obeisance. Muza, scarlet as a 
poppy, darted a sidelong glance at me, and im- 
mediately dropped her eyes. 

“ Ah!” I thought,—“ thou art one of those 
who do not turn pale in difficult circumstances, 
but flush crimson; I must take note of that!” 

“ Be indulgent to her; this girl of ours is not 
a woman of fashion,’—remarked Punin, and 
walked out of the shop into the street; Muza and 
I followed him. 


Tue house in which Punin lodged was situated 
at a considerable distance from the _ bazaar, 
namely, on Garden Street. On the way thither 
my former preceptor in the branch of poetry con- 
trived to impart to me not a few details concern- 
ing his manner of existence. Since the date of 
our parting he and Baburin had made a large 
circuit through Holy Russia, and only lately, a 
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year and a half previously, had they found a per- 
manent asylum in Moscow. Baburin had man- 
aged to get into the office of a wealthy merchant- 
manufacturer as secretary-in-chief. “It is not 
a lucrative little place,” remarked Punin, with a 
sigh;—“ there is a great deal of work, and the 
pay is small . .. but what is one to do? And 
God be thanked even for that much! I also am 
endeavouring to find some copying work, and 
lessons, only, so far, my efforts have remained 
unsuccessful. My chirography, as you may re- 
member, is old-fashioned, not agreeable to the 
present taste; and as for lessons, I am greatly 
hindered by the lack of decent attire; moreover, 
I fear that in the matter of instruction—instruc- 
tion in Russian literature—I am not suited to the 
present taste either; hence I sit hungry.” (Punin 
burst out into his hoarse, dull laugh. He pre- 
served his former, somewhat magniloquent turn 
of speech, and his former habit of rhyming.) 
“ Kverybody is seeking after novelties! I sup- 
pose you also do not revere your old gods any 
longer, but prostrate yourself before the new 
ones?” 

“And you, Nikandr Vavilitch,—is it possible 
that you still revere Kheraskoff ?” 

Pupin halted and flourished both hands in the 
air at once. 

“In the highest degree, my dear sir! in the hi- 
igh-est de-gree! ” 
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“ And you do not read Pushkin? You do not 
like Pushkin?” 

Again Punin elevated his hands higher than 
his head. 

“ Pushkin? Pushkin is a serpent sitting con- 
cealed in the green boughs, to whom is given the 
voice of a nightingale!” 

While Punin and I conversed thus together, 
picking our way cautiously over the unevenly- 
laid brick sidewalk of “ white-stoned ” Moscow,! 
of that same Moscow in which there is not a single 
stone, and which is not white at all— Muza walked 
quietly beside us, on the side away from me. 
When speaking of her I referred to her as “ your 
niece.” Pdunin fell silent for a while, scratched 
the back of his head, and communicated to me in 
a low voice that he had called her by that name 

. It just happened so; that she was in no 
way related to him; that she was an orphan who 
had been picked up and taken charge of by Ba- 
burin in the town of Voronezh; but that he, Pi- 
nin, might call her his daughter, since he loved 
her as much as though she had been his real 
daughter. I did not doubt that, although Pinin 
intentionally lowered his voice, Muza heard per- 
fectly everything he said; and whether it was 


1 The famous phrase in full runs: ‘‘ White-stoned, golden-domed, 
Holy Mother Moscow.”’ Russia being a land of wood, not a land of 
stone, buildings of the latter material are rare. Buildings with double 
walls having a wide-filled space between them of brick or rubble 
stuccoed and tinted in gay colours, are generally called ‘‘stone.”’— 
TRANSLATOR. 
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from wrath, or timidity, or shame, at all events, 
shadows and blushes flitted across her face by 
turns, and it twitched slightly all over: eyelids 
and brows, and lips, and the narrow nostrils. All 
this was very charming, amusing, and strange. 


Burt at last we reached “the modest little nest.” 
And, in fact, it was very modest, that little nest. 
It consisted of a small, one-story house, almost 
grown into the ground, with a sagging roof of 
boards and four dim little windows in the front 
facade. The furnishing of the rooms was ex- 
tremely poor, and not quite clean. Between the 
windows and on the walls hung about a dozen 
tiny wooden cages containing larks, canary-birds, 
goldfinches and chaffinches. “My subjects!” 
—said Punin, triumphantly, pointing to them 
with his finger. Almost before we had managed 
to enter and look about us, before Punin had suc- 
ceeded in despatching Muza for the samovar, Ba- 
burin himself made his appearance. He seemed 
to me to have aged far more than Punin, although 
his walk remained firm and, generally speaking, 
the expression of his face remained intact; but 
he had grown thin and bent, and his cheeks were 
sunken, and grey hairs had made their appearance 
in his thick black locks, worn in a brush. 

He did not recognise me, and displayed no 
special pleasure when Punin mentioned my name. 
He did not smile even with his eyes; he barely in- 
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clined his head; he inquired—very carelessly and 
dryly—whether my grandmother! was alive— 
that was all. As much as to say: “ You can’t 
surprise me with your noble visit, and I don’t con- 
sider it flattermg in the least.” The republican 
had remained a republican. 
Miza returned; a decrepit old woman bore in be- 
hind her a badly-cleaned samovar. Pitinin began 
to bustle about and to entertain me; Babtrin 
seated himself at the table, propped his head on 
both hands, and cast a weary glance around him. 
But he got to talking after tea. He was dissatis- 
fied with his position. “ He’s a fist,” not a man,” 
—that was the way he expressed himself with 
regard to his employer; “ the people in his employ 
are in his eyes rubbish, of no account whatsoever ; 
and is it such a long time since he dragged about 
in a peasant’s coat of coarse, undyed wool him- 
self? Hes all cruelty and greediness. Service 
with him is worse than that under the crown! 
And all commerce here stands on an inflated 
basis, and is upheld only by wind!” On hear- 
ing such cheerless remarks, Punin heaved a sigh 
of compunction, assented, nodding his head now 
up and down, now from side to side. Muza pre- 
served a stubborn silence. .. . She was, obvi- 
1 Baburin used the plain word, instead of the polite diminutive 
“dear,” which it is customary to employ in speaking of another 
person’s relatives.—TRansvator. 


The appellation applied to usurers and skinflints of the lower 
classes. — TRANSLATOR. 
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ously, tormented by the thought: Was I a dis- 
creet man or a chatterer? And if I was playing 
the part of a discreet man, was it not with a pur- 
pose? Her black, vivacious, restless eyes kept 
flashing from beneath her drooping lids. Only 
once did she glance at me, and that in so search- 
ing, penetrating, almost vicious a manner .. . 
it fairly made me jump. Baburin hardly inoke 
to her at all; but every time he did address her, 
a surly, not paternal affection was audible in his 
voice. 

Punin, on the contrary, kept inciting Muza to 
frolic; but she answered him reluctantly. He 
called her a snowbird, a snowflake. 

“Why do you apply such names to Muza Pav- 
lovna?”’ I asked. 

Punin burst out laughing.—“ Because she is so 
very cold.” 

“She is sensible,’ interposed Baburin, “as is 
befitting a young girl.” 

“We may also call her our housewife,” —ex- 
claimed Punin.—‘“ Hey? Paramon Semyé6- 
nitch?”’— Babutrin scowled; Muza turned away. 
—I did not understand that hint at the time. 

Thus passed two hours ... . not in a very 
lively manner, although Ptnin endeavoured in 
every possible way to “ entertain the honourable 
company.” Among other things he curled him- 
self up in front of the cage of one of the canaries, 
opened the door, and commanded: “On the cwm- 
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pol! Come, give us a concert! ””— The canary im- 
mediately fluttered out, perched on the cumpol, 
that is to say, on Punin’s bald head, and turning 
from side to side and flapping its wings, it began 
to twitter with all its might. During the whole of 
the concert Punin never stirred, and only beat 
time lightly with his finger, and screwed up his 
eyes. I could not help roaring with laughter 
. . . but neither Baburin nor Muza laughed. 

Just before my departure Babtrin surprised 
me by an unexpected question. He desired to 
learn from me, as from a man who was studying 
in the university, what sort of a person Zeno was 
and what was my opinion of him. 

“What Zeno?” I asked, not without surprise. 

“ Zeno, the ancient sage. Is it possible that 
you do not know about him?” 

I confusedly recalled the name of Zeno as the 
founder of the school of stoics; but knew abso- 
lutely nothing else about him. 

“ Why, he was a philosopher,” I said at last. 

“ Zeno,’ — pursued Baburin, with pauses be- 
tween his words,—‘“‘ was that same wise man who 
explained that suffering is no evil, for patience 
conquers all things, while there is but one good 
in this world, justice; and virtue itself is nothing 
else than justice.” 

Piunin reverentially lent an ear. 

“ That apothegm was communicated to me by 
one of the residents here who possesses a great 
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many ancient books,’ went on Babdtrin;—“ it 
pleased me greatly. But you do not occupy 
yourself with that sort of subjects, I perceive.” 

Babiurin spoke the truth. I did not occupy my- 
self with such subjects—that was a fact. From 
the time of my entrance into the university I had 
been quite as good a republican as Babtrin 
himself. I would have talked with delight of 
Mirabeau and Robespierre. But why mention 
Robespierre! . . . over my writing-table hung 
lithographed portraits of Fouquier-Tinville and 
Chalier!—But Zeno!! What wind had blown 
Zeno hither? 

On taking leave of me Punin urgently insisted 
that I should visit them on the following day, 
which was Sunday; Baburin did not invite me at 
all, and even remarked through his teeth that 
conversation with common people, with plebeians, 
could not afford me great satisfaction, and that, 
probably, my grandmother would not like it. . . . 
At this point I interrupted his speech and gave 
him to understand that I no longer took orders 
from my grandmamma. 

“ But have you entered into possession of the 
estates?’ —inquired Baburin. 

“No, I have not,” I replied. 

“Well, and consequently . . . .” Baburin did 
not finish the phrase which he had begun; but I 
finished it for him: “Consequently, I am a little 
boy.” 
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* Farewell,” I said aloud, and withdrew. 

I had already emerged from the courtyard into 
the street—when suddenly Muza ran out of the 
house and, thrusting into my hand a bit of paper, 
crumpled into a wad, immediately disappeared. 
I stopped at the first street-lantern and unfolded 
that paper. It proved to be a note. With dif- 
ficulty did I decipher the pale lines, which had 
been scrawled with a pencil. “ For God’s sake,” 
— Muza wrote to me,—“‘ Come to-morrow after 
dinner to the Alexander Park near the Kutafya 
tower’ I will wait for you do not refuse me 
do not make me unhappy I must see you with- 
out fail.” There were no orthographical errors 
in this note, but there were no punctuation-marks, 
either. I returned home in a state of perplexity. 


WHEN more than a quarter of an hour before 
the appointed time, on the following day, I began 
to approach the Kutdfya tower (it was at the 
beginning of April, the buds were swelling, the 
grass was turning green, the sparrows were 
noisily chirping and wrangling in the bare lilac- 
bushes), to my no small amazement I beheld a 
little on one ‘side, not far from the fence, Muza. 
She had forestalled me. I was about to advance 
toward her; but she came to meet me. 

“Let us go to the Kremlin wall,” she whis- 

1One of the towers in the Kremlin wall, which is encircled 

on the west by the Alexander Park.—'Trans.ator, 
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pered, in a hurried voice, as she skimmed over the 
ground with downcast eyes,—“ for there are peo- 
ple here.” 

We walked along the path up hill. 

“ Miuza Pavlovna,” I was beginning.... But 
she immediately interrupted me. 

** Please do not condemn me,”—she said in the 
same soft, abrupt tone as before. “ Do not think 
any ill of me. I wrote you that letter, and ap- 
pointed a meeting because .... I was afraid. 
.... It seemed to me, yesterday,—you appeared 
to be laughing in your sleeve all the while.— Lis- 
ten,” she added, with sudden force, stopping short 
and turning toward me; “ listen; if you tell with 
whom .... if you mention the name of the 
person at whose house we met I will fling myself 
into the water, I will drown myself, I will lay 
violent hands on myself!” 

At this point, for the first time, she glanced at 
me with that keen, searching look with which I 
was already familiar. 

““ And I believe she actually would do it. ... 
I fear she would!” I thought to myself. 

“Good heavens, Muza Pavlovna!” I hastily 
articulated. ‘“ How can you have such a bad 
opinion of me? Do you think I am capable of 
betraying my friend and of injuring you? And, 
in conclusion, there is nothing reprehensible in 
your relations, so far as I am aware. ... For 
God’s sake, calm yourself! ” 
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Muza heard me out, without stirring from the 
spot or looking at me again. 

“There is one thing more I must tell you,” she 
began, again starting to advance along the path, 
—“ otherwise you may think, ‘Why, she is crazy!’ 
I must tell you that that old man wants to marry 
me!”’ 

“What old man? The bald one? Pinin?” 

““No—not that one! The other. ... Para- 
mon Semyénitch.” 

“ Baburin?” 

“The very same.” 

“Ts it possible? Has he proposed to you?” 

“ He has.” 

“But of course you have not accepted 
him?” 

“Yes, I have accepted him . . . . because, at 
that time I understood nothing about it. Now— 
it is quite another matter.” 

I clasped my hands.—“ Babtrin—and you! 
Why, he must be nearly fifty years of age.” 

“He says that he is forty-three. But that 
makes no difference. If he were five-and-twenty 
I would n’t marry him. What joy would there 
be? A whole week will pass without his smiling 
even once. Paramén Semyénitch is my benefac- 
tor, I am greatly indebted to him, he gave me an 
asylum, he reared me, I should have gone to de- 
struction had it not been for him, I am bound to 
regard him as a father. . . . But be his wife! 
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I ’d rather die! I ’d rather go straight into my 
coffin! ” 

“ Why are you always alluding to death, Muza 
Pavlovna? .. .” 

Again Muza halted. 

“Why, do you think life is so fair? I may even 
say that I fell in love with your friend Vladimir 
Nikolditch through grief and sorrow,—and then 
there ’s Paramén Semyénitch with his proposals. 
. ... Ptnin, although he bores one with his 
poetry, yet does n’t scare one, at all events; he 
does n’t make me read Karamzin* of an evening, 
when my head is ready to tumble off my shoul- 
ders with weariness! And what care I for those 
old men? They call me cold, to boot. Could any- 
body be hot—with them? If they undertake to 
force me—I ‘Ilrun away. But Paramon Semy6- 
nitch is always saying ‘liberty! liberty!’ “Well, 
then, I want liberty, too. Otherwise, what does it 
amount to? I am free to do anything, but I am 
to be kept in prison? I tell him so myself. But 
if you betray me, or even give a hint—remember, 
that ’s the last you will ever see of me!” 

Muza placed herself across the path. 

“That’s the last you will ever see of me!” — 
she repeated sharply. Kiven now she did not 
raise her eyes; she seemed to be aware that she 
would instantly betray herself—would show 


‘Meaning the famous history of Russia by 
Karamzin.—'TransLaTor. 
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what she had in her soul—if any one were to 
look her straight in the eye... . And pre- 
cisely for that reason she did not raise her eyes 
except when angry or vexed—and then she 
riveted them straight on the person with whom 
she was talking. . . . But her rosy, charm- 
ing little face breathed forth irrevocable de- 
cision. 

“Well,” —flashed through my mind,—“ Tark- 
hoff is right. This young girl is a new type.” 

“You have nothing to fear from me,” I articu- 
lated at last. 


“Really? Even in... . See here, you said 
something about our relations. . . . So even in 
case... .” She stopped short. 


“Even in that case you have no occasion for 
fear, Muza Pavlovna. I am not your judge, and 
your secret is buried—here.” I pointed to my 
breast.—‘‘ Believe me, I know how to appreci- 
BGS tie. 

“Have you my letter with you?”—suddenly 
inquired Muza. 

eeSen 

“Where is it?” 

“In my pocket.” 

“Give it tome... . be quick, be quick!” 

I pulled out the paper I had received on the 
day before. Muza clutched it with her harsh lit- 
tle hand, stood in front of me a little, as though 
about to thank me, but suddenly started, glanced 
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behind her, and without even nodding, she 
briskly descended the slope. 

I glanced in the direction whither she had 
gone. Not far from the tower, enveloped in a 
Spanish cloak known as an almaviva (almavivas 
were then very fashionable), I beheld a figure 
which I instantly recognised as that of Tark- 
hoff. 

“‘ Ah, brother,”—I thought, “thou must have 
been informed if thou art standing guard over 
her... .”’ And whistling softly to myself I 
wended my way homeward. 


I wap only just finished drinking tea the next 
morning when Punin called upon me. He en- 
tered the room with a decidedly confused mien, 
began to bow and scrape, to glance about, and to 
make excuses for his lack of discretion, as he put 
it. I hastened to reassure him. Sinful man that 
I was, I imagined that Pinin had come with the 
intention of borrowing a little money. But he 
confined himself to asking for a glass of tea with 
rum, seeing that the samovar was still standing 
on the table. 

“Not without trepidation and sinking of heart 
have I come to this meeting with you,’—he be- 
gan, biting off a bit of sugar. I am not afraid 
of you; but I am in great terror of your respected 
grandmamma! My attire also renders me unas- 
suming, as I have already informed you.” — Pu- 
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nin ‘passed his finger along the edge of his old 
coat.—“ At home I don’t mind it, and on the 
street *tis no harm either; but when one gets into 
gilded palaces, one’s poverty rises up before him, 
and he becomes abashed!”—I occupied two small 
rooms in the entresol and, of course, it never 
would have entered any one’s head to call them 
palaces, much less gilded palaces; but Punin was, 
probably, talking about the whole of my grand- 
mamma’s house; but that was not distinguished 
for its luxury either. He upbraided me for not 
having called on them the evening before: “ Pa- 
ramon Semyonitch expected you,” said he, “ al- 
though he declared that you would not come on 
any account. And Muzotchka expected you 
also.” 

“What? Muza Pavlovna also?” I asked. 

“She also. But what a charming young girl 
we have turned out to possess, have n't we? 
Say!” 

“Very charming,” I assented. 

Punin mopped his bare head with remark- 
able alacrity.—“‘ A beauty, my dear sir, a pearl 
or even a brilliant—I’m telling you the truth.” 
—He bent down to my very ear.—“ And of 
noble blood, also,” he whispered to me; “ only— 
you understand—on the left hand; the forbid- 
den fruit was tasted. Well, sir, her parents died, 
her relatives withdrew and abandoned her 
to the caprice of Fate! which means despair, 
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death by hunger! But at this pomt Paramoén 
Semyonitch, the well-known, age-long deliverer, 
intervened! He took her, clothed her, warmed 
her, and reared the birdling; and our joy has blos- 
somed forth! I tell you, he ’s a man of the rarest 
merit!” 

Punin threw himself back against the back of 
the arm-chair, flung up his arms, and, again 
bending forward, once more began to whisper, 
but still more mysteriously than before: “ For 
Paramon Semyonitch himself, you see... . Don’t 
you know? He also is of exalted extraction— 
and also on the left side. They say his father was 
a reigning Prince of Georgia, from the tribe of 
King David. ...1 How do you understand 
that? In a few words—but how much said? 
The blood of King David! What do you think 
of that? But according to other authorities, the 
progenitor of Paramon Semyénitch was a cer- 
tain Indian Shah, Babur White Bone! That’s 
fine, isn’t it? Hey?” 

“ Well,” I asked, “‘ and was Babtrin also aban- 
doned to the caprice of Fate?” 

Again Piinin mopped his pate.—“ Absolutely! 
And even with greater cruelty than was our little 
queen! From his earliest childhood life has been 
nothing but a struggle! I confess that I have 
even composed a four-lined portrait of Paramdén 


1 The former royal family of Georgia, while not claiming to be 
Jews, do claim descent from King David.—Transzator. 
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Semyénitch in that connection. Wait.... 
how the dickens does it go? Yes! 


* From his swaddling-clothes not sparing th’ oppression 
of fierce fates 
To the verge of the abyss did ill Baburin hale! 
But flame glitters in the fog, gold’s rays on the dung- 
heap shine,— 
And lo! with victory’s laurel his brows are crowned! ” 


Punin recited these lines in a measured, sing- 
song tone, and with a rotund pronunciation of 
the 0’s, as is proper in reading verses. 

“So there now, that is why he is a republican!” 
I exclaimed. 

“No, that is not the reason,” replied Punin 
ingenuously.—“‘ He forgave his father long ago; 
but he is utterly unable to tolerate injustice; 
other people’s woes disturb him!” 

I wanted to turn the conversation upon what 
I learned from Muza on the day before, namely, 
upon Baburin’s wooing,—but did not know how 
to set about it. Pdnin himself extricated me 
from my dilemma. 

“Didn’t you notice anything?” he asked me 
suddenly, slily screwing up his little eyes.— 
“When you were at our house? Anything pe- 
culiar?”’ 

“Why, was there anything to notice?” I que- 
ried in my turn. 

Piunin glanced over his shoulder, as though 

339 


PUNIN AND BABURIN 


desirous of convincing himself that no one was 
eavesdropping on us.—“ Our little beauty, Mu- 
zotchka, will-soon become a married lady!” 

“What?” 

“Madame Babiurin,” articulated Panin with 
intensity, and smiting himself several times on 
the knees with his palms, he began to wag his 
head like a porcelain Chinaman. 

“Tt cannot be!” I exclaimed with simulated 
amazement. 

Piunin’s head instantly stopped wagging, and 
his hands ceased their motion.—“‘ And why can- 
not it be, allow me to inquire?” 

“Because Paramon Semyéonitch is old enough ° 
to be your young lady’s father; because such a 
disparity in age precludes all possibility of love 
—on the part of the bride.” 

“Precludes?”” Piinin caught me up uritably. 
“And how about gratitude? And purity of 
heart? And tenderness of feelings? Precludes! 
This is the way you ought to argue: Supposing 
Muza is a very beautiful young girl; but to win 
the affection of Paramén Semyénitch, to be his 
consolation, his support—his wife in short! Isn’t 
that the highest bliss even for such a young girl? 
And she understands that! Do you look, cast 
an attentive glance! Muzotchka is all reverence, 
all agitation and rapture in the presence of 
Paramén Semyénitch.” 

“Therein precisely lies the trouble, Nikandr 
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Vavilitch, that, as you say, she is all trepidation. 
A person is not in trepidation before the one she 
loves.” 

“With that I do not agree! Here, take me, 
for example; it seems as though no one could 
possibly love Paramén Semyonitch more than I 
do, yet I . . . I tremble before him.” 

“But you—are quite another matter.” 

“Why am I another matter? Why? Why?” 
interrupted Puinin. I simply did not know him; 
he had waxed hot and serious, was almost wrath- 
ful—and did not talk in rhymes.—“ No,” he 
insisted: “I perceive that you have not a pene- 
trating eye! No! You are not a reader of 
hearts!” 

I ceased to contradict him .. . . and in order 
to give another turn to the conversation, I pro- 
posed that we should busy ourselves with reading, 
in memory of old times. 

Punin was silent for a space. 

“From the same authors as of old? From the 
real ones?” he inquired at last. 

“No; from the new authors.” 

“From the new authors?” repeated Piinin in- 
credulously. 

“From Pushkin,” I replied. There suddenly 
occurred to my mind “The Gipsies,” to which 
Tarkhoff had recently alluded. And here also, 
by the way, a song is sung about an old hus- 
band. Punin fidgeted about a little, but I made 

341 


PUNIN AND BABURIN 


him sit down on the divan that he might 
listen the more conveniently, and began to read 
Pishkin’s poem. Now I came to “old husband, 
menacing husband”; Punin listened to the song 
to the end—and all at once rose abruptly to his 
feet. 

“T can’t stand it,” he articulated with a pro- 


found emotion which surprised even me:—“ ex- 
cuse me; I cannot listen any longer to that writer. 
He is an immoral lampooner, he isa liar... . he 


disturbs me. I can’t stand it! Permit me to 
terminate my present visit.” 

I began to try to persuade Punin to remain; 
but he insisted, with a certain stupid and fright- 
ened obduracy, in having his own way; he re- 
peated several times that he felt disturbed and 
wished to refresh himself in the open air—and 
therewith his lips trembled slightly and his eyes 
avoided meeting mine—just as though I had in- 
sulted him. And so he went away. 

A. little while later I left the house and betook 
myself to Tarkhoff. 


WirHovut asking leave of any one, I went 
straight to his quarters, after the unceremonious 
habit of students. There was no one in the first 
room. I called Tarkhoff by name, and, receiving 
no answer, I was about to go away; but the door 
of the adjoining room opened, and my friend 
made his appearance. He looked at me in rather 
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a queer way and shook my hand in silence. I had 
gone to him with the intention of telling him all 
I had learned from Punin; and although I im- 
mediately felt that I had made an inopportune 
eall upon Tarkhoff, still, after chatting about 
irrelevant subjects for a while, I wound up by 
communicating to him Babtrin’s intentions with 
respect to Muza. This information obviously 
did not surprise him greatly; he quietly seated 
himself at the table and, fixing his eyes intently 
upon me and maintaining silence as before, he 
imparted to his features an expression... . an 
expression which seemed to say: “ Well, what 
more hast thou to tell? Come, expound thy 
ideas.” I looked more attentively into his 
face. . . . It seemed to me animated, somewhat 
derisive, even somewhat impudent. But this did 
not prevent my “expounding my ideas.” On the 
contrary. ‘‘ Thou art making a display of swag- 
ger,” I thought to myself, “so I will not spare 
thee!” And thereupon, I immediately launched 
out into a dissertation upon the evil of sudden 
passions, upon the duty of every man to respect 
the freedom and individuality of another person, 
—in a word, I launched out into an exordium of 
useful and practical advice. As I discoursed in 
this manner, I paced up and down the room for 
the sake of greater ease. Tarkhoff did not in- 
terrupt me, and did not stir on his chair; he 
merely twiddled his fingers on his chin. 
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“T know,”—said I... . (what in particu- 
lar prompted me to speak has never been clear to 
myself, but the most probable explanation is 
envy;—but certainly not the interests of moral- 
ity, as a matter of fact). “I know,” said I, 
“that this is not an easy affair, not a matter of 
jest; I am convinced that thou lovest Muza, and 
that Muza loves thee, that this is no momentary 
whim on thy part. . . But here, let us assume!” 
(At this point I folded my arms on my breast.) 
. . . “Let us assume that thou hast satisfied thy 
passion; but what comes next? Surely, thou wilt 
not marry her? And in the meantime thou art 
destroying the happiness of a good, honest man, 
her benefactor—and—who knows?” — (here my 
face expressed simultaneously penetration and 
grief) —“ perhaps also her own happiness. . . .” 

And so forth, and so forth, and so forth! ! ! 

My speech lasted about a quarter of an hour. 
Tarkhoff still remained silent. This silence be- 
gan to disconcert me. Now and then I glanced 
at him, not so much for the sake of assuring my- 
self as to the impression which my words were 
producing as for the purpose of finding out why 
he did not reply and did not assent, but sat there 
hike a deaf and dumb person. But at last it 
seemed to me that a change . . . yes, actually, a 
change, was taking place in his countenance. It 
was beginning to express uneasiness, agitation, 
painful agitation .... But, strange to say, 
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that animated, radiant, laughing something, 
which had struck me on my very first glance at 
Tarkhoff, still did not abandon that agitated, 
that anguished face! 

I had not yet decided whether I ought to con- 
gratulate myself on the success of my sermon 
when Tarkhoff suddenly rose to his feet and, 
squeezing both my hands, said hurriedly: 
“Thanks, thanks. Thou art right, of course 

. although one might say a good deal on the 
other side. . . . for what, as a matter of fact, is 
thy lauded Baburin? An honourable dullard— 
nothing more! Thou dignifiest him with the 
name of republican—but he is simply a misan- 
thrope! Ugh! That’s what he is!—AIl his re- 
publicanism consists in his never getting on well 
with anybody.” 

“ Ah! so that is thy opinion! A misanthrope! 
He does not get on with people! !— But art thou 
aware,” I went on with sudden vehemence,—“ art 
thou aware, my dear Vladimir Nikolaitch, that 
never to get on well anywhere is the sign, in our 
day, of a good, a noble nature? Only empty 
people—bad people—get on well everywhere 
and reconcile themselves to everything !— Thou 
sayest that Baburin is an honourable dullard! ! ! 
— Well, and is it better, in thy opinion, to be a 
dishonourable wit?” 

“Thou art distorting my words!” exclaimed 
Tarkhoff.— “I merely meant to explain to thee 
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in what manner I understand that gentleman.— 
Dost thou think that he is such a rare specimen? 
Not at all!—I also have met men of the same ilk 
in my time.—A man sits with a very pompous 
mien, holds his tongue, is obstinate, stares with 
wide-open eyes. . . Oho, ho! That signifies that 
yonder, inside of him, there is a great deal! But 
there isn’t anything inside of him, there isn’t a 
single idea in his head,—there ’s nothing but the 
sense of his own worth.” 

“ And even that is a respectable thing,” I in- 
terrupted.—“ But allow me to inquire where 
thou hast succeeded in studying him so?—Thou 
art not acquainted with him, art thou? Or art 
thou depicting him . . . . from Muza’s words?” 

Tarkhoff shrugged his shoulders.—“ Muza 
and I... do not talk about him.— Hearken,” 
he added, with an impatient movement of his 
whole body—“ hearken to me: if Baburin is such 
a noble and honourable nature, how is it that he 
does not see that Muza is no mate for him?—One 
of two things; either he understands that he is 
exerting a sort of violence over her in the name 
of gratitude, or something of that sort... . 
and then what becomes of his honour?—Or he 
does not understand this .... and then how 
ean one avoid calling him a dullard?” 

I was about to retort—but Tarkhoff seized my 
hands and began to speak in a hurried voice.— 
“However .... of course... . I admit that 
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thou art right, a thousand times right... . 
Thou art my true friend . . . but now leave me, 
please.” 

I was astonished.—“‘ Leave thee?” 

“Yes. Seest thou, I must ponder well over 
all thou hast just said to me. . .. I do not 
doubt that thou art right ... . but now leave 
mec 

“Thou art in such a state of agitation” .. . 
I was beginning. 

“ Agitation? I?” —Tarkhoff burst out laugh- 
ing, but immediately caught himself up.—“ Yes, 
of course! How could it be otherwise? Thou 
sayest thyself that this is no jesting matter. Yes, 
I must think it over. . . alone.’—He contin- 
ued to squeeze my hands.—“ Good-bye, my dear 
fellow, good-bye!” 

“Good-bye,” I repeated. “Good-bye, bro- 
ther!”—As I departed I cast a last glance 
at Tarkhoff. He seemed content. With what? 
Because I, like a faithful friend and comrade, 
had pointed out to him the danger of the path 
on which he had set his foot,—or because I was 
going away? The most diversified thoughts re- 
volved in my head all day long, until evening,— 
until the very minute when I entered the house 
occupied by Punin and Baburin; for I went to 
them that same day. I must confess that certain 
of Tarkhoff’s expressions had landed in my 
soul. ... kept ringing in my ears. ... And, in 
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fact, was it possible that he did not see that she 
was no mate for him? 

But how could that be possible! Baburin, the 
self-sacrificing Baburin,—the honourable dul- 
lard! 


Poni had told me, during his visit, that I had 
been expected at their house on the preceding 
evening. Possibly; but decidedly no one was ex- 
pecting me that day. . . . I found them all at 
home, and all were amazed to see me. Baburin 
and Punin were both indisposed; Ptnin had a 
headache and was lying curled up on the stove- 
bench * with his head bound up in a gay-coloured 
kerchief and the half of a split cucumber applied 
to each temple. Baburin was suffering from a 
suffusion of bile; all yellow, almost dark-brown, 
with dark circles round his eyes, a furrowed 
brow, and an unshaven beard, he bore very little 
resemblance to a bridegroom! I wanted to go 
away. . . But they would not let me and even 
regaled me with tea. I passed a very cheerless 
evening. Muza, it is true, was suffermg from 
no aches. She was even less shy than ordinary, 
but evidently vexed and vicious. . . . At last she 
could endure it no longer, and as she handed me 
a cup of tea she hurriedly whispered: “No mat- 
ter what you say, or what efforts you make, you 
1 Old-fashioned Russian tiled stoves were built with a bench- 
like projection, on which it was possible to sleep.—TRransLaror. 
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will effect nothing in that quarter. . . . That’s 
so!” I looked at her in amazement, and seizing 
a favourable moment, I asked her, also in an un- 
dertone:—“ What is the meaning of your 
words?” 

“This,” she replied, and her black eyes flash- 
ing viciously from beneath her elevated eyebrows 
riveted themselves on my face, and immediately 
were averted; “this—that I heard everything 
you said there to-day, and I have nothing to say 
‘thank you’ for, but things won’t be as you 
would have them.” 

“You were there!” involuntarily burst from 
We aS: 
But at this point Baburin pricked up his ears 
and glanced in our direction.— Muza went away 
from me. 

Ten minutes later she again succeeded in ap- 
proaching me. It seemed to afford her pleasure 
to say daring and dangerous things to me, and 
to say them in the presence of her protector, un- 
der his surveillance, making of it Just so much of 
a secret as was requisite in order not to arouse 
his suspicion. It is a well-known fact that walk- 
ing on the edge, on the very brink of an abyss, is 
a favourite feminine occupation. 

“Ves, I was there,” whispered Muza, without 
changing countenance; only her nostrils quiv- 
ered slightly and her lips writhed awry.—“ Yes, 
and if Paramon Semyéonitch asks me what I am 


349 


PUNIN AND BABURIN 


whispering about with you, I shall instantly tell 
him. What do I care!” 

“Do be more cautious,” I entreated her:— 
“really, I believe they are beginning to no- 
tices. 

“But I tell you that I am ready to tell every- 
thing. Yes, and who is taking notice? One is 
craning his neck from the stove-bench like a sick 
gosling, but he can’t hear anything; and the other 
is pondering on philosophy. Don’t you be 
afraid! ’— Muza’s voice was elevated a little, and 
her cheeks became slightly suffused with a sort 
of dull, malicious flush; and it was wonderfully 
becoming to her, and she had never looked so 
pretty. As she cleared the table, and put the 
cups and saucers in their places, she moved 
swiftly about the room; there was something de- 
fiant about her light, easy walk,—as though she 
were saying: “Judge me as you like, I’ll do as 
I please, and I’m not afraid of you!” 

I cannot conceal the fact that Muza appeared 
enchanting to me on that particular evening. 
“Yes,” I thought to myself, “that ill-natured 
girl is a new type. . . . She is charming. Those 
hands are capable of strangling, Ill wager. . . 
Well! There’s no harm in that!” 

“Paramon Semyonitch!” she suddenly ex- 
claimed:—“a republic is the sort of kingdom 
where every one does what he pleases?” 

“A republic is not a kingdom, madame,” re- 
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plied Baburin, raising his head and with low- 
ering brows:—“it is a .. . . an organisa- 
tion where everything is founded on law and 
justice.” 

“ Consequently,’ — pursued Miuiza,—‘“‘in a re- 
public no one can force another person?” 

“No one can.” 

“And every one can dispose of himself 
freely?” 

“ He can.” 

“Ah! That’s all I wanted to know.” 

“Why didst thou want to know it?” 

“Because; I need it.—I needed to have you 
say that.” 

“That young lady of ours is eager for know- 
ledge,” remarked Pinin from the stove-bench. 

When I went out into the anteroom Muza 
escorted me, not out of politeness, of course, but 
out of that same malevolence. I asked her as I 
bade her farewell,—“ Is it possible that you love 
him so strongly?” 

“T don’t know whether I love him or not,” she 
answered; “only what’s fated to happen will 
happen.” 

“Look out, don’t play with fire... . you'll 
get burned.” 

“Better get burned than freeze to death. As 
for you... . so much for your advice! And 
how do you know that he will not marry me? 
How do you know that I am irrevocably bent on 
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getting married? Well, and if I go to perdition 
. . » « What business is it of yours?” 

She banged the door behind me. 

I remember that on my way home it gave 
me considerable pleasure to think that my 
friend Vladimir Tarkhoff had got himself into a 
pretty scrape .. . oi, oi, oi—with the “new 
type” ... . Really, one must pay for one’s luck 
somehow! 

As to his being in luck I could not, unhappily 
for myself, cherish any doubt. 


THREE days passed. I was sitting in my room 
before my writing-table, and not so much work- 
ing as preparing to breakfast .... when I 
heard a rustle, raised my head, and was petrified 
with amazement. Before me, motionless, terri- 
ble, white as chalk, stood a ghost... . stood 
Piunin. Slowly blinking, he stared at me with his 
little, puckered-up eyes; a wild, hare-like terror 
was what they expressed, and his arms hung 
down like whip-lashes. 

“Nikandr Vavilitch! What ails you? How 
did you get here? Has no one seen you? What 
has happened? Come, speak!” 

“She has run away,” —articulated Pinin in a 
barely audible, hoarse whisper. 

“What are you saying?” 

“She has run away,” he repeated. 

“Who?” 
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“Muza. She went away in the night, and left 
a note behind her.” 

“ A note?” 

“Yes. ‘I thank you,’ says she, ‘ but I shall not 
return. Don’t hunt for me.’—We rushed about 
hither and thither; we interrogated the cook; the 
cook knew nothing. I cannot speak aloud. Ex- 
cuse me. My voice has broken.” 

“Muza Pavlovna has left you!” I exclaimed. 
“You don’t say so! Mr. Baburin must be in de- 
spair. What does he mean to do now?” 

“He does not mean to do anything. I wanted 
to run to the Governor-General; he forbade me; 
I wanted to make a declaration to the police; he 
forbade me and even got angry. He says: 
‘She is free to do as she likes. I don’t want to 
persecute her.’ He has even gone off to work 
in his counting-house, only, of course, he no 
longer bears human semblance. He loved her an 
awful lot. . . . Okh, okh, we both loved her 
greatly.” 

Here Pinin betrayed, for the first time, that 
he was not a statue, but a living man; he elevated 
both fists on high and brought them down on his 
pate, which shone like ivory. 

“The ungrateful creature!” he groaned; 
‘“‘ who was it that fed thee, gave thee drink, saved 
thee, shod thee, reared thee? Who was it that 
cared for thee, who was it that gave his whole life, 
his whole soul? .... And thou hast forgotten it 
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all! To desert me is, of course, of no account, but 
Paramoén Semyonitch, Paramén ... .” 

I begged him to sit down, to rest... . 

Pinin shook his head in the negative. . “ No, 
it is not necessary. And Ihave come to you... . 
I know not why. I am like a crazy man; it gives 
me the shudders to stay at home alone; where am 
I to go? I stand in the middle of the room, and 
shut my eyes and call: “Muza! Muzotchka!’ I 
shall lose my mind if I go on like that. But no, 
why do I lie? I know why I came to you. The 
other day, you know, you read to me that thrice- 
accursed song .... you remember, where the 
old husband is spoken of? Why did you do that? 
Did you know anything then .. . . or did you 
guess?”’ Punin darted a glance at me.—“ Dear 
little father, Pidtr Petrévitch,” he exclaimed, sud- 
denly trembling all over,—“ perhaps you know 
where she is? Dear little father,’ to whom has 
she gone? ” 

I grew confused and involuntarily dropped 
myeyes.. i. 

“ Did she tell you in her letter,” I began... . 

“She said that she was going away from us 
because she had fallen in love with another man. 
Dear little father, my dear little dove, you surely 
must know where she is? Save her, let us go to 
her; we will persuade her. Have mercy, consider 


* A respectfully affectionate mode of address for persons of all 
ranks, from the Emperor down.—Transiator. 
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whom she has killed!’”»—Piinin suddenly flushed 
crimson, all his blood flew to his head, he plumped 
heavily down on his knees.—“‘ Save her, father, 
let us go to her!” 

My man made his appearance on the thresh- 
old and stopped short in amazement. 

It cost me not a little trouble to get Pinin on 
his feet again, to explain to him that even if I 
had any suspicions, still it was impossible to act 
abruptly, especially two of us together; that 
thereby we should only ruin_the whole business, 
that I was ready to make an effort, but could not 
answer for anything. Punin did not reply to me, 
but he did not listen to me, and only repeated, 
from time to time, in his cracked voice:—“‘ Save 
her and Paramén Semyéonitch.” At last he fell to 
weeping. 

“Tell me one thing, at least,’ he entreated; 
“that ... . he is handsome and young?” 

“ He is young,” I replied. 

“ He is young,” repeated Punin, daubing the 
tears all over his cheeks. “ And she is young. 
.... That ’s the root of all the mischief!” 

This rhyme? occurred accidentally ; poor Pinin 
was in no mood for poetry. I would have given 
a great deal to hear once more his oratorical 
speeches, or even his almost noiseless laugh. . . . 
Alas! those speeches were gone forever ;—I never 
heard his laugh again. 

1“ T ond molodd. ... Vot vtchyém vsyd byeda! ”—TRansiator. 
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I promised to communicate with him as soon 
as I should learn anything positive... . But I 
did not mention Tarkhoff.— Punin suddenly col- 
lapsed utterly.—“ Very good, sir, very good, sir, 
I thank you, sir,” he remarked, with a pitiful - 
grimace, and employed the s,* which he had never 
done before.—“ Only, you know, sir, you must 
not say anything to Paramon Semyonitch, sir 

. or he will wax wroth!—In one word, he has 
forbidden it! Farewell, sir!” 

As he was departing, and had his back turned 
toward me, Punin appeared to me so pitiful a 
creature that I was amazed; he limped on both 
feet, and squatted at every step... . 

“*'T is a bad business! What is called ‘ Finis,’ ” 
I thought. 


AutHoucH I had promised Punin to collect in- 
formation concerning Muza, yet when I set out 
for Tarkhoff’s that same day, I did not in the 
least expect to find out anything, for I was firmly 
persuaded either that I should not find him at 
home or that he would refuse to receive me. My 
assumption proved to be erroneous. I found 
Tarkhoff at home, he received me, and I even 
found out everything I wished to know; but the 
information proved to be utterly useless to me. 
No sooner had I set my foot across his threshold 


1§ added to a word is a polite abbreviation of “ sir,” 
or “ madame.” — Transistor. 
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than Tarkhoff came to me with a swift, decisive 
step, and with his eyes beaming, blazing in his 
face, which had grown handsome and serene, and 
said firmly and boldly: 

‘“ Hearken, brother Pétya! I can guess why 
thou art come, and what thou art preparing to 
talk to me about; but I warn thee that if thou 
dost allude to her by so much as a single word, 
or to her performance, or to what, according 
to thy opinion, common sense demands of me, 
we shall no longer be friends, not even acquain- 
tances, and I shall request thee to treat me like a 
stranger.” 

I stared at Tarkhoff: he was all in a quiver; 
like a tautly~stretched chord, he was all tinkling; 
he was hardly able to restrain the transports of 
his surging young blood; strong, joyous happi- 
ness had burst its way into his soul and had taken 
possession of him—and he had taken possession 
of it. 

‘Ts that thine irrevocable decision?” I articu- 
lated sadly. 

“ Yes, brother Pétya; my irrevocable decision.” 

“Tn that case, all that remains for me is to say 
to thee, ‘Good-bye.’ ” 

Tarkhoff slightly contracted his brows... . 
He was feeling so greatly at his ease. 

“Good-bye, brother Pétya,” he said, in a 
slightly nasal tone, with a frank smile, merrily 
displaying all his white teeth. 
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What was I to do? I left him alone with his 
“ happiness.” 

When I slammed the door behind me, another 
door in the room slammed also, and I heard it. 


I was still heavy at heart, on the following day, 
when I wended my way to my ill-starred ac- 
quaintances. I secretly cherished the hope—such 
is human weakness!—that I should not find them 
at home, and again I was mistaken. Both of 
them were at home. Any one would have been 
struck by the change which had taken place in 
them during the last three days. Ptnin had 
grown ghastly white and bloated. What had be- 
come of his loquacity? He spoke languidly, fee- 
bly, still in the same hoarse voice as before, and 
had a surprised and bewildered aspect. Babiurin, 
on the contrary, had shrivelled up and turned 
black; taciturn in the past, he now barely gave 
utterance to spasmodic sounds; an expression of 
stony sternness seemed to have frozen on his fea- 
tures. 

I felt that it was impossible to hold my tongue; 
but what was there to say? I confined myself to 
whispering to Punin: “I have found out no- 
thing, and my advice to you is—abandon all 
hope.” Punin glanced at me with his swollen, 
red little eyes—the only bit of red that was left 
in his face—mumbled something unintelligible, 
and limped away. Babirin probably divined 
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what Punin and I were talking about, and open- 
ing his tightly-compressed lips, which seemed to 
be fairly glued together, he articulated in a de- 
hberate voice: 

“ My dear sir! something unpleasant has hap- 
pened to us since the date of your last call; our 
ward, Muza Pavlovna Vinogradoff, finding it no 
longer convenient to reside with us, has decided to 
leave us, and has left us her written announce- 
ment of the same. As we do not consider our- 
selves justified in hindering her, we have allowed 
her to act as she sees fit. We wish her well,” —he 
added, not without an effort,—“ and respectfully 
request you not to mention that subject, as such 
remarks are futile and even vexatious.” 

“So this man, as well as Tarkhoff, prohibits 
my speaking of Muza,” I thought to myself, and 
I could not but marvel inwardly. Not without 
cause did he hold Zeno in such high esteem. I 
would have liked to impart to him some informa- 
tion concerning that sage, but my tongue refused 
its office, and well for me it was that it did so. 

I soon went my way. In taking leave of me, 
neither Pinin nor Baburin said to me, “ until 
we meet again!” Both, in one voice said: “ Fare- 
well, sir!’ Ptinin even returned to me a number 
of the Telegraph, which I had brought to him: as 
much as to say—“ I have no further use for this.” 

A week later I had a strange encounter. 
Spring had come in early and suddenly; at mid- 
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day the temperature reached eighteen degrees.’ 
Everything was beginning to turn green and 
spring forth from the mellow, grey earth. I had 
hired a saddle-horse in the riding-school and was 
riding out of town, to the Sparrow Hills. On 
the way I met a light cart drawn by a pair of 
spirited Vydtka horses, bespattered to the very 
ears, with plaited tails, and red ribbons in their 
forelocks and manes. The harness on the horses 
was sporty, with brass discs and tassels, and they 
were driven by a dandified young postilion in a 
blue, sleeveless long coat, a yellow shirt of Per- 
sian silk stuff, and a low hat with peacock fea- 
thers around the crown.’ 

By his side sat a young girl of the petty bur- 
gher or merchant class, in a short Jacket of gay- 
coloured brocade, and with a large blue kerchief 
on her head, who was fairly shrieking with laugh- 
ter. The postilion was grinning also. I turned 
my horse to one side, but was paying no par- 
ticular attention to the merry pair as they flitted 
swiftly past, when suddenly the young man 
shouted at his horses. . . . Why, that was 
Tarkhoff’s voice! I glanced round. . . In 
fact, it was he; it was indubitably he, arrayed 
as a postilion, and was not that Muza by his 
side? 


*Réaumur, equal to 72.5° Fahrenheit.—Transiaror. 
*In summer stylish postilions—the drivers of the trédika—usually 
wear a row of peacock eyes in this manner.—TranstLator. 
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But at that moment the Vyatka horses ! started 
up, and that was the last I saw of them. I tried 
to launch my steed at a gallop after them, but 
it was an old riding-school satellite, with the so- 
called “ generals’ gait,” with a swing; at a gallop 
he advanced still more slowly than at a trot. 

“Divert yourselves, my dear people!” I 
growled through my teeth.—I must remark that 
I had not seen Tarkhoff during the whole course 
of that week, although I had called on him three 
times. He was never at home. Neither had I 
seen Pinin and Baburin. . . . I had not called 
on them. 

I caught a cold on my ride; although it was 
very hot, yet a piercing wind was blowing. I be- 
came frightfully ill,—and when I was conva- 
lescent, grandmamma and I went off to the 
country—“ to graze”—in accordance with the 
doctor’s advice. I did not happen to be in Mos- 
cow again; toward autumn I changed to the 
Petersburg University. 


III 
(1849) 


More years passed—not seven, but full twelve, 
—and I was over two-and-thirty years of age. 


1The descendants of Lifland (Livonian) cobs sent to the western 
government of Vydtka by Peter the Great. They are small, round, 
spirited, and generally of a yellow or bright bay colour.— TRANS- 
LATOR. 
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My grandmother had long since been dead; I was 
living in Petersburg, an official in the Ministry 
of the Interior. I had lost sight of Tarkhoff; he 
had entered the military service, and was almost 
constantly in the country districts. He and I 
had met a couple of times in a friendly, cordial 
manner; but our conversations did not touch upon 
the past. At the epoch of our meetings he was 
already married, so far as my memory serves me. 
One sultry summer day, cursing both the official 
duties which detained me in Petersburg, and the 
oppressive heat, the stench and dust of the city, 
I was wending my way along Pea Street. A 
funeral procession barred my way. It consisted 
in all of one chariot, that is, properly speaking, 
of a rickety hearse, whereon, rudely tossed about 
by the jolts of the pavement full of holes, rocked 
a wretched wooden coffin, half covered with 
threadbare black cloth. An old, white-headed 
man was walking alone after the hearse. 

I glanced at him. . . . The face was familiar. 
. . . » He also turned his eyes on me. . . . Great 
heavens! why, it was Babitrin! 

I removed my hat, stepped up to him, men- 
tioned my name—and walked along beside him. 

“Whom are you burying?” I asked. 

“ Nikandr Vavilievitch Punin,” he replied. 

I had had a presentiment, I had known before- 
hand that he would mention that name, and nev- 
ertheless my heart quivered within me. It was 
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painful for me, and yet I was glad that accident 
had afforded me the possibility of paying the 
last debt to my preceptor. . . 

“May I go with you, Paramén Semyénitch? ” 

“You may. ... I am escorting him alone; 
now there will be two of us.” 

Our march lasted for more than an hour.’ My 
companion moved along without raising his eyes 
or unsealing his lips. He had become definitively 
an old man since I had seen him for the last time; 
furrowed with wrinkles, the bronze hue of his face 
stood out in sharp contrast to his white hair. The 
traces of a harsh, toilsome life, of incessant strug- 
gles, were revealed in Baburin’s whole being; 
poverty and want had gnawed him to the bone. 

When everything was over, when that which 
had been Piuinin had been hidden forever in the 
damp... . precisely that, the damp earth of 
the Smolénsk cemetery, Baburin, after standing 
for a couple of minutes with bowed, uncovered 
head before the newly-made mound of sandy 
clay, turned toward me his exhausted face, which 
had, as it were, become obdurate, and his dry, 
sunken eyes, gruffly thanked me and was about 
to go away; but I detained him. 

“Where do you live, Paramén Semyonitch? 
Permit me to call upon you. I was not in the 


1Jt is customary for the male relations and friends to walk to 
the cemetery (or at least a part of the way) behind the coffin. 
The Emperor Alexander III did this for his old nurse, for exam- 
ple.—' TRANSLATOR. 
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least aware that you were living in Petersburg. 
We might recall old times, we might talk about 
our dead friend.” 

Babiurin did not immediately answer me. 

“This is the third year I have been in Peters- 
burg,” he said at last;—“ my quarters are on the 
very outskirts of the town. However, if you 
really wish to visit me, pray come.” — He gave me 


his address.—“‘ Come in the evening; we are al- 
ways at home in the evening . . . . both of us.” 
“Both .. : “of you?” 


“Tam married. My wife is not quite well to- 
day; that is why she did not escort the corpse. 
However, one man is enough to fulfil that empty 
formality, that rite. But who puts any faith in 
all that?” 

I was somewhat surprised by Baburin’s last 
words, but said nothing, took a drozhky, and of- 
fered to drive Babirin to his home, but he de- 
clined. 

That same evening I set out to visit him. On 
the way I thought constantly of Pinin. I re- 
called how I had met him for the first time, and 
how enthusiastic and diverting he had been then; 
then in Moscow, when he had tamed down—es- 
pecially during our last meeting; and now his ac- 
count with life was finished altogether. Evi- 
dently, life does not jest! Babtrin’s quarters 
were in the Vyborg side,’ in a tiny house which 

Or ward; the poorest quarter of the town, across the Neva 

to the northeast of the main city.—TransLator. 
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reminded me of the little Moscow nest; the 
Petersburg one was even more poverty-stricken, 
if anything. When I entered his room he was 
sitting in one corner on a chair, with both hands 
drooping on his knees; a tallow candle, which 
needed snuffing, dimly illuminated his white, 
drooping head. He heard the sound of my foot- 
steps, turned round and greeted me more cor- 
dially than I anticipated. A few moments later 
his wife made her appearance; in her I instantly 
recognised Muza—and only then did I under- 
stand why Baburin had invited me to his house; 
he had wished to show me that he had attained his 
object in spite of all. 

Muza had changed a great deal—in face, in 
voice, and in movements; but her eyes had un- 
dergone the greatest change of all. Formerly, 
they had been wont to dart about like minnows, 
those malicious, beautiful eyes; their glance had 
stung, like a pin. . . . Now they had a straight- 
forward, calm, intense gaze; the black irises had 
grown dull. “I am broken, I am docile, I am 
good-natured,” her dull, quiet glance seemed to 
say. Her perennial, subdued smiles said the same 
thing. And her clothing was subdued; light- 
brown with tiny pea-dots. She was the first to 
approach me, and to inquire whether I recognised 
her. She evidently was not abashed, and that, 
not because she had lost her sense of shame or 
her memory, but simply because vanity had de- 
serted her. Muza had a great deal to say about 
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the deceased Punin, and she spoke in an even 
voice which, also, had grown cold. I learned that 
of late years he had become a complete invalid, 
had fallen almost into a state of second childhood, 
so that he even got bored unless he had his toys; 
it is true that they assured him that he was sew- 
ing them together out of rags for sale . . . . he 
himself was amused with them. But his passion 
for poetry did not become extinguished. A few 
days before his death he was still declaiming 
from the “ Rossiad.”” On the other hand, he was 
afraid of Pushkin, as children are afraid of the 
bugaboo. His attachment to Baburin had suf- 
fered no diminution either; he worshipped him 
as of yore, and when already in the grip of the 
gloom and chill of death, he still had lisped with 
his faltering tongue: “ Benefactor! ” 

~T learned also from Miiza that soon after the 
Moscow affair Babtrin had again been obliged 
to make the rounds of Russia, roaming like a no- 
mad from one private post to another; that in 
Petersburg he had again been, for a time, in pri- 
vate service, which, however, he had been com- 
pelled to leave a few days previously, on account 
of an unpleasantness with his employer. Babtrin 
had taken it into his head to stand up for the 
workmen .... Muza’s perpetual smile, which 
accompanied her remarks, evoked melancholy 
meditations within me; it completed the impres- 
sion which had been produced upon me by her 
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husband’s appearance. It was difficult for them 
to earn their daily bread—there could be no doubt 
as to that. He himself took but little part in 
our conversation; he seemed even more care-worn 
than embittered. . . . Something was distress- 
ing him. 

“Paramon Semydonitch, please to come here,” 
said the cook, suddenly presenting herself on the 
threshold. 

“What is it? What ’s wanted?” he asked in 
alarm. 

“ Please to come here,” repeated the cook, sig- 
nificantly and insistently. Babdtrin buttoned up 
his coat and left the room. 


WueEn Muza and I were left alone, she looked at 
me with a slightly altered gaze, and said, in a 
voice, which also had undergone a change, and no 
longer with a smile: 

“T do not know, Pidtr Petrévitch, what you 
think of me now, but I suppose you remember 
what I used to be like .... I was self-confi- 
dent, merry . . . and ill-tempered. I wanted to 
live at my ease. And this is what I have to say 
to you now. When I was abandoned and was 
as though bereft of my wits, and was only wait- 
ing either for God to take me, or until I should 
summon up the courage to make an end of my- 
self, I again met Paramén Semyénitch, as I had 
before in Vorénezh—and again he saved me.... 
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I have never heard an unkind word from him, I 
have not heard a single word of reproach, he has 
required nothing from me—I was not worth it; 
but he loved me ... and I became his wife. 
What was there for me to do? I had not suc- 
ceeded in dying;—neither had I succeeded in 
living as I wished. . . . Where was I to go? 
And even that was a mercy. That is all there is 
to it.” 

She ceased speaking, and turned aside for a 
moment .... the former submissive smile again 
made its appearance on her lips. “ Don’t ask me 
whether I find life easy,” I thought I now read 
in that smile. 

The conversation passed to commonplace top- 
ics. Muza told me that Punin had left behind 
him a cat which he had greatly loved, but that 
from the moment of his death she had gone to 
the garret and had sat there meowing constantly, 
as though she were calling some one. . . . The 
neighbours had got very much alarmed, and im- 
agined that Punin’s spirit had passed into the 
cat. 

“Paramon Semydnitch is distressed about 
something,” I remarked at last. 

“And have you noticed that? ””—Miuza heaved 
a sigh.—“ It is impossible for him not to be dis- 
tressed. It is needless for me to tell you that Pa- 
ramon Semyonitch has remained faithful to his 
convictions. .. . The present order of things 
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could only strengthen them.” (Muza expressed 
herself in an entirely different manner from what 
she had done in Moscow; her language had ac- 
quired a literary, well-read tinge.) “But I do 
not know whether I can trust you, and how you 
will ‘take... .” 

“Why do you assume that you cannot trust 
me?” 

“Why, you are in the government service, you 
are an official.” 

“Well, and what of that?” 

“ Consequently, you are devoted to the govern- 
ment.” 

I marvelled inwardly . . . at Muza’s youth- 
fulness.—“‘ I will not dilate on my relations to 
the government, which does not even suspect my 
existence,” said I; “ but you may feel at ease. I 
shall make no bad use of your confidence. I 
sympathise with your husband’s convictions... . 
more than you suppose.” 

Muza shook her head. 

“ Yes; that is all true,” she began, not without 
hesitation; “but this is the difficulty: Paramén 
Semyonitch may soon be forced to put his con- 
victions into action. They cannot remain hidden. 
There are comrades who cannot now be de- 
serted. .. .” 

Miuiza suddenly became silent, as though she 
had bitten her tongue. Her last words surprised 
and rather alarmed me. Probably my face be- 
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trayed what I was feeling—and Muza had no- 
ticed this. 

I have already said that our meeting took place 
in the year 1849. Many persons still remember 
what a troublesome and painful time that was, 
and by what events it was marked in Petersburg. 
I had been struck by several strange things in 
‘Babtrin’s behaviour, in his whole manner. A 
couple of times he had alluded with such keen 
bitterness and hatred, with such detestation, to the 
governmental measures, to persons of high sta- 
tion, that I had felt perplexed. .. . 

“Well,” he had suddenly asked me: “ and have 
you liberated your peasants? ” 

I had been compelled to admit that I had not. 

“ But your grandmother is dead, I believe?” 

I was compelled to admit that also. 

“'That’s just like you Messrs. Nobles,” Babi- 
rin growled through his teeth. . . . “ To pluck 
the chestnuts out of the fire . . . with other peo- 
ple’s hands . . . you are fond of that.” 

In his room, in the most conspicuous place, 
hung a well-known lithograph which depicted 
Byelinsky.' On the table lay a little volume of 
the ancient Polar Star of Bestuzheff.? 

Baburin did not return for a long time after 
the cook had called him out. Muza cast several 


* Vissarién Grigérievitch Byelinsky (1811-1848), the most famous 
of Russian critics. —Transiaror. 

*The Polar Star existed from 1823 to 1825. Bestizheff was the 
editor.— TRANSLATOR. 


_ 370 


PUNIN AND BABURIN 


uneasy glances at the door through which he had 
departed. At last she could endure it no longer; 
she rose, excused herself, and also left the room 
by the same door. <A quarter of an hour later 
she returned with her husband; their faces ex- 
pressed anxiety—or at least, so it seemed to me.— 
But suddenly Babiurin’s visage assumed another 
—a harsh, almost fanatical—expression. .. . 

“What will be the end of this?””—he suddenly 
began in an extremely abrupt, sobbing voice, 
which was utterly different from his ordinary one, 
as he rolled his roving, wild eyes around.—“ You 
live on and on, and you,hope that things will get 
better, perchance, that you will be able to breathe 
more easily,—but, on the contrary, things get 
worse and constantly worse!— They have crowded 
us altogether to the wall! In my youth I endured 
every sort of thing; they even.... beat me... 
perhaps .... yes!” he added, wheeling vio- 
lently round on his heels, and, as it were, attack- 
ing me:—“ before I had attained my majority, 
I received torture .... yes;—I will not men- 
tion other injustices. . . . But is it possible that 
we are destined to return to those former times? 
— What are they doing now with the young peo- 
ple?— Why, assuredly, in the end that will break 
down all patience. . . Break it! Yes, just wait 
a bit!” 

I had never seen Babutrin in such a condition. 
— Muza even turned pale all over. . . . Babu- 
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rin suddenly began to clear his throat and 
dropped down on a bench. Not wishing to em- 
barrass him or Miiza by my presence, I decided 
to go away, and had already bade them good-bye, 
when, suddenly, that same door into the next 
room opened, and a head made its appearance. 
. .. + But not the head of the cook,—the dis- 
hevelled, thoroughly frightened head of a young 
man. . 

“A calamity, Baburin, a calamity has hap- 
pened!” he whispered hastily, but immediately 
withdrew at the sight of my figure. 

Baburin rushed from the room in pursuit of 
the young man. I pressed Muza’s hand warmly, 
and retired, with evil forebodings in my heart. 

“Come to-morrow,” she whispered tremulously. 

“TY will come without fail,” I replied. 


On the following day I was still lying in bed 
when my man handed me a letter from Muza. 


“Dear Sir, PiétR Perrévircu!” [she wrote]: “The 
gendarmes arrested Paramén Semyénitch last night and 
carried him off to the fortress, or I know not whither; 
they did not say. They rummaged all our papers, sealed 
up a great deal, and took it with them. Also books and 
letters. They say that an enormous number of people 
have been arrested in town. You can picture to yourself 
what I am feeling. It is well that Nikandr Vaviflitch did 
not live to see this day! He took himself off in the nick 
of time. Advise me what I ought todo. Iam not afraid 
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for myself—IJ shall not die of hunger—but the thought 
of Paramén Semyénitch gives me no peace. Please come 
to me, if you are not afraid of visiting people in our 
position. 
“Yours very truly, 
“Mtza Bastrin.” 


In half an hour I was with Muza. When she 
saw me, she offered me her hand, and, although 
she did not say a word, an expression of grati- 
tude flitted across her countenance. She wore the 
same gown as on the day before; from all the 
signs, it was evident that she had not gone to 
bed or slept all night. Her eyes were red, but 
from lack of sleep, not from tears, She had not 
wept. She was in no mood for that. She wished 
to act, she wished to fight against the catastrophe 
which had overtaken her. The former energetic, 
self-willed Muza had been resurrected in her. She 
had no time even for indignation, although she 
was choking with indignation. How she might 
aid Baburin, to whom she ought to have recourse, 
in order to alleviate his lot—that was what she 
was thinking of and nothing else. She wished 
to goanstantly ....... to, entreat...s:5- , to.:de- 
mand. . . . But whither was she to go? What 
was she to demand? That was what she was de- 
sirous of learning from me, that was what she 
wished to consult with me about. 

I began by advising her to be patient. For a 
time, there was nothing else left for her to do ex- 
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cept to wait, and, so far as possible, institute in- 
quiries. ‘To undertake anything decisive now, 
when the affair was only just beginning, was 
barely under way, was simply not to be thought 
of, imprudent. It was foolish to reckon upon 
success, even if I had possessed a far greater 
amount of importance and influence. . . But 
what could I, a petty official, do? She herself had 
no protection. .. . 

It was not easy to ieviain allthis‘ to*her. 45% 
But at last she understood my arguments; she 
understood, also, that it was not egotistical feeling 
which was guiding me when I demonstrated to 
her the futility of all efforts. 

“ But, tell me, Muza Pavlovna,” I began, when 
at last she seated herself on a chair (up to that 
moment she had been standing, as though ready 
to go instantly to the aid of Baburin), “ how did 
Paramon Semyonitch, at his age, get mixed up 
in such a scrape? I am convinced that only 
young men, like the one who came last night to 
warn you, are implicated in it. . . .” 

“Those young men are our friends!” —ex- 
claimed Muza, and her eyes began to flash and 
dart about as of old. Something powerful, irre- 
pressible seemed to be rising up from the bottom 
of her soul . . . . and I suddenly recalled the 
appellation “a new type,” which Tarkhoff had 
applied to her once on a time.—“ Age counts for 
nothing when it is a question of political con- 


* American: “ pull.” —TRansLator. 
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victions!” Muza Jaid special emphasis on these 
last two words. One might have thought that, 
with all her grief, she found it not unpleasant 
to show herself off before me in this new, unex- 
pected light—the light of a cultured woman,—of 
the mature, worthy spouse of a republican!— 
“ Some old men are younger than some young 
men,”’—she went on,—“ more capable of sacrifice. 
. . - But that is not the question.” 

“Tt strikes me, Muza Pavlovna,” I remarked, 
—“that you are exaggerating somewhat. Know- 
ing the character of Paramén Semyédnitch as I 
do I was confident in advance that he would sym- 
pathise with every .... honourable impulse; 
but, on the other hand, I have always regarded 
him as a sensible man. . . . Can it be that he 
does not understand the utter impossibility, the 
complete absurdity of conspiracies among us 
here in Russia? In his position, in his profes- 
SIO Pies! 

“Of course,” interposed Muza, with bitterness 
in her voice, “he is of the burgher class; and in 
Russia it is permissible only to nobles to enter 
into conspiracies, like that of the fourteenth of 
December, for example.’ . . . I suppose that is 
what you were about to say.” 

“Tn that case, why do you complain?” came 


1In 1825, at the accession to the throne of Nicholas I. The con- 
spirators—the “ Decembrists ”—were transported “ for life” to Si- 
beria. Later on they were pardoned and permitted to return to 
Russia; but some of them were homesick for Siberia and preferred 
to remain there, as the granddaughter of one of the conspirators 
told me.— TRANSLATOR. 
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near breaking from my tongue... but I re- 
strained myself.—“ Do you assume that the re- 
sults of the fourteenth of December are of a 
character to encourage others?” I said aloud. 

Muza frowned.—“ There ’s no use in discuss- 
ing this with thee,” I read on her downcast face. 

“Ts Paramén Semyonitch greatly compro- 
mised?” I brought myself to say, at last. Muza 
made no reply. ... A hungry, wild meowing 
resounded from the garret. 

Miuiza shuddered.—‘“‘ Akh, it is well that Ni- 
kandr Vavilitch did not behold all this!” she 
moaned, almost in despair.—“ He did not behold 
his benefactor, our benefactor, probably the 
best and most honourable man in all the world, 
forcibly seized by night,—he did not see how they 
treated the venerable old man, how they ad- 
dressed him as ‘thou’... . how they threat- 
ened him—and with what they threatened him! 

. merely because he is of the burgher class! 
That officer, a young man, also, must belong to 
the category of those conscienceless, soulless peo- 
ple, such as I in my lifetime .. . .” 

Muza’s voice broke. She was trembling all 
over, like a leaf. 

Her long-repressed indignation had_ burst 
forth at last; old memories set in vibration, 
brought to the surface by her general spiritual 
agitation, began to surge up. . . But I convinced 
myself thoroughly, at that moment, that the 
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“new type” had remained the same passionate, 
impulsive nature as of old. ... . Only Miza was 
not carried away by the same things as in her 
younger years. ‘That which, on my first visit, I 
had taken for resignation, for submission, and 
what really had been such—that quiet, dull gaze, 
that cold voice, that evenness and simplicity— 
all that had meaning only in relation to the past, 
the irrevocable. .. . 

But now the present was beginning to speak. 

I tried to soothe Muza, I tried to transfer our 
conversation to some more practical territory. 
Several measures, which could not be deferred, 
must be taken; we must find out where Baburin 
really was; and then he and Muza must be pro- 
vided with the means of subsistence. All this pre- 
sented no small difficulties; it was necessary to 
hunt up, not money, directly, but work which, 
as every one knows, is a far more complicated 
problem. ... 

I left Miiza with a whole swarm of calculations 
in my head. 

T soon learned that Babtrin was confined in the 
ROUEPESEE Seas at« 

The trial process began... . and dragged 
its slow length along. I saw Muza several times 
every week. She also had several interviews with 


1The famous fortress of St. Peter and St. Paul, directly across 
the Nevé from the Winter Palace, which contains within its enclo- 
sure the mint, and the cathedral in which all the Emperors, begin- 
ning with Peter the Great, are buried.—TRans.ator. 
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her husband. But at the very moment when this 
whole sad affair came to a crisis, I was not in 
Petersburg. Unforeseen business had compelled 
me to go to the south of Russia. During my 
absence I learned that Babtrin had been ac- 
quitted by the court; it turned out that his entire 
fault had consisted solely in the fact that the 
young men had occasionally assembled at his 
house, because he was a man not fitted to arouse 
suspicion—and he had been present at these con- 
ferences; but he was exiled by administrative 
process, for colonisation, to one of the western 
governments of Siberia. Muza went with him. 

“... Paramoén Semydnitch did not desire it,” 
she wrote to me; “ because, according to his ideas, 
no one has a right to sacrifice himself for another 
man—nor for a cause; but I answered him that 
there was no sacrifice about it. When I told him 
in Moscow that I would be his wife, I thought to 
myself: ‘forever and unalterably!’ And thus 
unalterably it must stand until the end of my 
NAV Seee iy. a 


IV 
(1861) 


TWELVE years more elapsed. . . . Every one in 

Russia knows and will forever remember what 

took place between 1849 and 1861. In my per- 

sonal life, also, many changes took place, upon 
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which, however, it is not worth while to dilate. 
New interests, new cares presented themselves in 
it. . . . The Baburin pair first retreated to the 
background, then vanished completely. Never- 
theless, I continued to correspond with Muza— 
very rarely, it is true; sometimes more than a 
year elapsed without any news whatever of her 
and her husband. I learned that soon after 1855 
he had been permitted to return to Russia; but 
that he himself had preferred to remain in the 
small Siberian town, where Fate had cast him, and 
where he, apparently, had woven himself a nest, 
had found an asylum, a circle of activity... . 

And lo! toward the end of March, 1861, I re- 
ceived the following letter from Muza: 


“T have not written to you for so long, most respected 
P. P., that I do not know whether you are alive or not; 
but if you are alive, then may you not have forgotten 
our existence? But never mind; I cannot refrain from 
writing to you to-day. Hitherto everything has been 
going on as of old with us; Paramén Semyonitch and I 
have been busy with our schools, which are gradually 
making progress; over and above that Paramén Semyé6- 
nitch has been busying himself with reading and corre- 
spondence, and with his customary disputations with the 
Old Ritualists, ecclesiastical persons and exiled Poles; 
his health has been tolerably good . . . . So has mine. 
But now the manifesto of February 19 reached us yes- 
terday!! We had been expecting it for a long time, 


1 Emancipating the serfs, —TRanstaTor. 
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for a long time rumours had been in circulation about 
what was going on in Petersburg . . . . but still I can- 
not describe to you what this was like! You know my 
husband well; bad fortune has not changed him in the 
least ; on the contrary, he has become stronger and more 
energetic than ever. (I cannot conceal the fact that 
Miiza wrote yenergetic.)1 He has an iron strength of 
will, but this time he could not control himself! His 
hands trembled when he read it; then he embraced me 
thrice, and exchanged the triple kiss with me, tried to say 
something,—but no! He could not! And he wound up 
by melting into tears, which was a very remarkable thing 
to see, and suddenly shouted out: ‘Hurrah! Hurrah! 
O God, preserve the Tzar!’2—Yes, Pidtr Petrévitch, 
those were his very words! Then he enh ‘Lord, now 
lettest thou thy servant depart in peace”? . . And 
again: ‘This is the first step; it must be followed by 
others ’; and just as he was, without a cap, he ran to com- 
municate this great piece of news to our friends. The 
weather was extremely cold, and a violent snow-storm was 
beginning; I tried to hold him back, but he would not 
heed me. And when he came home he was all powdered 
with snow, his hair, his face,and his beard—he has a beard 
that descends on his chest now—and even the tears on his 
cheeks were congealed! But he was very lively and merry 
and ordered me to open a bottle of Don champagne, and 
in company with our friends, whom he had brought back 
with him, he drank to the health of the Tzar and of Rus- 
sia, and of all Russian freemen; and raising his glass and 
1 She used the wrong sort of ¢,—TRansLaTor. 


2 The national hymn begins with these five words.— TRaNSLATOR. 


3 Only two words are necessary to indicate this canticle in Russian, 
— TRANSLATOR. 
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lowering his eyes to the ground, he said: ‘ Nikdndr Va- 
vilitch, dost thou hear? There are no more slaves in 
Russia! Rejoice even in thy grave, old comrade!’ And 
he said a great deal more of the same sort, such as, ‘ My 
expectations have been realised!’ He said also, that now 
it was no longer possible to turn back; that this was, in 
its way, a pledge or promise. . . . I cannot recall all, 
but it is a long time since I have seen him so happy. And 
so I decided to write to you, in order that you might know 
how we rejoiced and exulted in the distant Siberian wilds, 
and that you might rejoice with us... . ” 


I received this letter about the end of March; 
and in the beginning of May another arrived, still 
from Miza.— She informed me that her husband, 
Paramon Semyéonitch Baburin, had died on the. 
twelfth of April from inflammation of the lungs, 
at the age of sixty-seven. She added that she in- 
tended to remain there, where his body reposed, 
and continue the work which had been bequeathed 
to her by him, since that had been Paramén Se- 
myOnitch’s last will—and she knew no other law. 

I have not heard anything about Muza since. 
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